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CHAPTEE XXXV. 

A TRIO OF OXFORD UNDERGRADUATES. 

Oxford Trinity Term was ended. The first 
day of the Long Vacation had arrived, and 
from early morning the railway station of this 
modern Athens had been in a ferment of bustle 
and business. The general exodus had com- 
menced in earnest, and the swarming from that 
great intellectual hive of over ten thousand 
men and youths was hardly to be accomplished 
without a little confusion. Between two and 
three in the afternoon the crowd at the railway 
station had about reached its maximum density. 
Principals and provists, professors and tutors, 
graduates and undergraduates — all more or less 
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2 THE UNFORESEEN 

excited by the prospect of their protracted 
holiday — ^were rushing hither and thither in 
apparent aimlessness, or being gradually ab- 
sorbed into two long trains which stood waiting 
for their gassengers on different lines. 

One of these trains — (that marked for 
earUest departure) — was an express to Eeading, 
at which town it would divide — one portion 
going direct to London, the other continuing in 
a south-easterly direction towards Surrey and 
Sussex. By the door of a compartment in the 
hinder part of this train (the Surrey portion) 
a fair yoimg man stood anxiously beckoning 
another young fellow to approach. 

' We can crush in here, Louis,' he said, 
when his summons had been obeyed. 

*No, no! Come away, Claude,' was the 
half-whispered reply. ' I've just heard the 
station-master say he was going to put on 
another carriage. Hold on a bit, and we'll 
get a comfortable place.' 

The other obeyed, and a prudent patience 
in this case met with its reward. Another first- 
class carriage was speedily attached ; and, 
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slipping into the last compartment of it, the two 
young men found themselves its sole occupants, 
with the exception of a couple of elderly 
ladies. 

As, however, the train was in the very 
act of moving out of the station, the door of 
this end compartment was suddenly thrown 
open again, and, with the words — 'Here you 
are, sir ; jump in quick ! ' a fifth person was 
added to the company, or, to speak more cor- 
rectly, precipitated amongst them. 

This was a young gentleman, apparently 
about twenty years of age, with a countenance 
not at all handsome, but comely enough and 
pleasant. He had large grey eyes, out of which 
he looked people straight in the face — rather 
full lips, and a chin decidedly too square for 
beauty. His figure, also, was of the square type 
— somewhat short, but with broad shoulders, 
deep chest, and well-shaped, muscular limbs. 
At present his face was flushed, and he panted 
a little as he sank into his seat, and observed, 
with a smile, to the two young men opposite 
him — 

B 2 
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' By Jupiter ! I've only just saved my bacon/ 

Considering that the speaker was the grand- 
son of an earl, and that he was expecting, at 
any moment almost, to succeed to that title 
himself, the colloquialism was perhaps a little 
vulgar. But Oxford undergraduates are rarely 
above the use of slang, and neither of the gentle- 
men he had addressed appeared greatly shocked 
by the remark. 

* Yes,' returned one of them, ' you certainly 
made a near shave of it.' The new-comer 
settled himself more comfortably in his corner. 

' I did so,' he rejoined. ' I'd been lunching, 
you see, with one of our men who is stopping 
up to read, poor beggar; and the time slipped 
away faster than I thought. But I wouldn't 
have missed this train for a kingdom. I have 
got to take a little sister of mine up at Beading, 
and she'd have been in an awful funk if I'd 
been non est. By the way, may I introduce 
myself ? I know you two fel— gentlemen — well 
by sight — and, of course, by reputation ; but 
you don't know me — Stenhouse, of Magdalen ? ' 

His interlocutors, after cordially acknow- 
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ledging the self-introduction, exchanged a quick 
and rather surprised glance. 

' We've heard of you/ answered the younger, 
' though we haven't had the honour of making 
your acquaintance before. My brother had a 
letter this morning in which your name was 
mentioned. Eather a curious coincidence, 
isn't it. Tour mother called a day or two 
ago upon our mother, and, as I suppose you 
know, we shall have the pleasure of being 
neighbours.' 

' No, by Jove ; but I'm jolly glad to hear it,' 
exclaimed young Stenhouse, looking astonished 
in his turn. * Why, where is your place ? ' 

' At Longenvale, I suppose. At all events, 
that's where the mother is at present. She and 
her husband have just returned from their wed- 
ding-trip. Sir John and Lady Brentwood' — 
he explained, smiling as he noted to what a 
width the grey eyes of his vis-a-vis had distended 
themselves. * You hadn't heard of the marriage, 
then? I fancied, from what you said about 
knowing us, that you might.' 

' Nay, I'd reason enough to know you with- 
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out that/ the other protested, leaning forward 
quite excited. *But this is good news. Of 
course, I knew that Su- John Brentwood had 
just been married again. But how can I 
explain it to you that I didn't know the lady's 
name ? You see, it was rather a sudden affair, 
wasn't it ? ' 

' Very sudden to us,' put in Claude Van- 
deleur. 

' My sister wrote and told me about it. But 
she only said that the lady Sir John had married 
was a French widow, terribly rich. She did not 
even mention the name. Girls are not very 
explicit, as a rule, you know. To be sure, I 
might have seen it in the papers, if I had 
looked,' he acknowledged. ' But, to tell the 
truth, I didn't feel so particularly interested. 
Su- John is our nearest neighbour, certainly, but 
he has been away from Longenvale almost ever 
since we went there to live with my uncle. I 
wish I had known, though, that it was your 
mother he had married. It would have 
given me a sort of excuse to call upon you 
fellows.' 
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* I should think you did not require any 
excuse for that/ observed Louis, politely ; 
* if inclination prompted you to the kindness, 
the honour would have been all in our 
favour.' 

' Oh, come, you know, you Vandeleurs of 
Balliol are great guns in the University. One 
of you with the Ireland Scholarship, and a prize 
poem ; the other * 

' Oh yes, to be sure,' broke in Claude, laugh- 
ing, * the other having distinguished himself by 
being plucked for his Little-Go, to begin with — 
escaping a second plough by the skin of his 
teeth, and doing less reading than any other 
man in his college. My brother, though,' he 
subjoined, laying his hand with a glance of 
exultant pride on Louis' shoulder, ' he is a 
clever little fellow, isn't he ? To think of him 
carrying off the Scholarship in his sixth term. 
I'm ready to back him against the whole 
University to take a Double First.' 

' Now, Claude, don't talk rot,' remonstrated 
Louis, impatiently. ' He's such a fellow for dis- 
paraging himself. I assure you, if he only chose 



8 THE UNFORESEEN 

to exert himself, he'd make a name in the schools. 
Why, look at his head. There's no lack of brain 
there, I guess ? But a man can't cultivate mind 
and muscle at the same moment.' 

' And he doesn't need. Come, now, don't 
you know, Mr. Vandeleur, you're the biggest 
man in Oxford ? Even the Don would admit 
it. To win those two races, as you did this 
year, and to be elected Stroke of the University 
Eight — ^good heavens ! what's a 'pluck to count 
against an honour like that ? ' 

Claude laughed again, a hearty, ringing 
laugh. 

. * It's very good of you to say so,' he returned, 
' and to tell the truth, if it wasn't for vexing 
my mother I'm afraid I shouldn't care very 
much about turning out such a dunce. I 
oughtn't to have been sent to college at all. 
It's a great waste of money — only the mother 
.would insist. She says it's the hall-mark of a 
gentleman — a University education.' 

* Well, of course, it's the correct cheese,' 
admitted the Hon. George Stenhouse ; ' but, for 
that matter, I'm in the same boat with you. I 
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content myself with the minimum amount of 
study and the maximum amount of enjoyment 
that is to be got out of the situation/ 

' And there's plenty of amusement going, 
isn't there?' laughed Claude. 'I never find 
awj term dull. And of course I mean to stick 
to the ship so long as my brother takes over 
his innings,' he added, with an easy mixture of 
metaphor. 

'Well, / don't I intend to desert the 
academical "ship," as you call it, directly I 
have the chance. And, in fact, I expect to be 
obliged to almost immediately. . . Whew ! how 
hot it is ! Do you think those ladies would 
object to having both windows open ?' 

* I'll ask them,' said Louis. And moving to 
the other end of the carriage he lifted his cap 
to put the question, thus uncovering his curly 
black locks and broad white forehead. 

' I say, what an awfully good-looking fellow, 
he is I' remarked young Stehhouse, nodding 
towards the junior, but addressing the senior 
Vandeleur. 

' Yes, isn't he ? ' ejaculated Claude, enthu- 
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siastically. ' And he's just as good as he's good- 
looking.' 

* Humph,' was the somewhat inconsequent 
rejoinder. ' I wish I'd a brother hke you, by 
Jove ! But, I say ' — after a moment's pause — 
* you don't resemble each other in the least. No 
one in the world would take you for brothers. 
You are cut out, you know, on quite a different 
pattern.' 

* Yes,' assented Claude. ' Louis is more like 
my mother, who is small and dark, whereas I 
am more hke my father.' 

' Who was your father, if it isn*t a rude 
question ? ' demanded outspoken George. 

' Well, his name was Paul Vandeleur,' 
answered Claude, smihng and colouring a httle. 
' I'm afraid we haven't very much pedigree to 
boast of.' With the fear of his mother before 
his eyes, and the memory of her strict injunc- 
tions in his mind, Claude Vandeleur dared ven- 
ture upon no broader admission than this. 

' Now, I'm rather glad of that,' was the un- 
expected rejoinder. ' For I m in the same boat 
with you again there." 
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' You I Why, are you not Lord Westaxon's 
nephew ? ' 

Before he could reply Louis returned, faintly 
shrugging his shoulders. ' The old dames object 
to air,' he reported, * but, thank the Fates, they 
get out at Eeading. Oh, it's all right! they 
axe both stone-deaf,' he went on in answer to a 
cautioning gesture from Claude, ' we need not 
trouble to modulate our tones.' 

'That's satisfactory — I mean about them 
getting out at Beading,' remarked young Sten- 
house. 'We must have my sister in here, 
and then I can introduce you to her. She is 
the most charming girl in the world, bar one. 
By the way ' — with a look of comic dismay — 
' I hope neither of you fellows will cut me out 
there.' 

' You'd better tell us where^' suggested Louis. 

' Oh, you'll find that out soon enough I 
There are precious few young ladies near 
Longenvale ; and there's nobody like her' 

' Ah, well, I think we may promise not to 
poach on your preserves. Neither Claude nor 
I are of the spoony sort,' affirmed Louis. 
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' That's a comfort ! ' (He evidently felt it 
so.) ' But how jolly it is that you should be 
going down there. I can hardly believe it. Do 
you mean to spend all the Long at Norbreck 
Towers? Then we can shoot together, can't 
we, and have a real good time? That is, 
if my uncle holds out a bit longer,' he ap- 
pended. 

'The Earl is very ill, is he not?' asked 
Louis. * My mother mentioned, in her letter 
to Claude, that he was not expected to recover. 
Has he been ill long ?' 

'AH my life, and longer,' George replied. 
' It has been a peculiar case, poor old fellow ! 
For twenty years and more his existence has 
been a sort of death in life. The doctors con- 
sider his tenacity a positive miracle ; and, indeed, 
it does seem like it. When my father died, 
nearly three years ago, he sent for us all (that 
is, my mother, sister, and myself) to go and live 
at Westaxon, because then they hardly thought 
he could live from day to day, and, you see, I'm 
the heir. Yet he is alive still ; so, though they 
say things are looking awfully bad with him 
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just now, it's rather like the cry of " Wolf, 
wolf," you know.' 

'Would you mind telling me,' questioned 
Claude, rather stiffly, when he paused, *what 
you meant, a little while ago, by saying that 
you were in the same boat with us regarding 
pedigree ? It appears to me ' 

' Hold hard ! don't suspect a fellow's vera- 
city without cause,' interposed the other. 'I 
can justify the statement easily enough. My 
maternal grandfather began life as a pawn- 
broker I Come, you can't beat tkat in the way 
of an ancestor ? ' 

' But how did he end life ? ' broke in Louis, 
with a view to evading one query by the 
pressure of another. 

' Ah 1 that's a different thing,' laughed 
George. ' He ended it by entertaining royalty 
at his house, and getting knighted for the pro- 
ceeding.' 

' Dear me ! ' interjected one of his listeners. 

' Yes, he made an unconscionable fortune in 
business — ^not pawnbroking, of course, but as a 
Liverpool merchant. He deserted " the three 
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balls " before my mother was bom, I believe. 
Still, I always look on that sign with deep 
family affection, and once I took the oppor- 
tunity of popping my watch in order to en- 
courage the profession. I wasn't short of tin 
at the time, for I had twenty pounds in my 
pocket ; it was pure esfprit de — what do you 
call it?' 

* Sky-larking, I should call it,' said Louis, 
smiling in frank delight at this amiable and 
unpretentious rattle. ' But I suppose you can 
afford to make light of one grandfather when 
you've got the other to balance him against ? ' 

' Make light of him ? I beg your pardon, 
I was doing no such thing. It wouldn't be 
easy to make light of twenty-three stone ; and 
that, I understand, was his weight to a frac- 
tion.' 

' I was speaking figuratively,' suggested 
Louis. 

* Oh, I see I Well, without any figure, 
allow me to assure you that I think quite as 
much of one grandfather as the other ; or, no, 
the one that kicks the beam in my estimation 
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is Sir Peter Godfrey, decidedly. Why, the man 
cjarved out his own fortune, made himself a 
name and a place in the world by dint of 
brains and energy, and he's to be respected for 
it. The other — now, what credit is there in 
being born to an earldom ? ' 

*0h, none whatever,' answered Claude, 
laughingly, as the youth paused for a response 
to his naive question. 

* No, there is not^' resumed George, growing 
suddenly grave. ' I consider it a disgrace instead 
of a credit. In my opinion, no man has any pre- 
scriptive right to inherit either a title or land. 
Here are we Westaxons in possession of quarter 
of a county or so, just because one of our 
ancestors distinguished himself by pandering to 
the vices of a king. But what right had the 
king to bestow the land? Did he make it? 
or what right have we to keep it? Is not 
land the original inheritance of the whole 
species, and such wholesale appropriation of it 
an injustice ? ' 

'Hear, hear! ironical cheers from the 
gallery ! ' cried Louis. 
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'Most becoming sentiments/ added prac- 
tical Claude ; ' but how does the future Earl of 
Westaxon propose to act in view of holding 
them ? ' 

' Oh ! I have my schemes ; but there isn't 
time to enunciate them now. We are getting 
close to Beading. But if we see as much of 
each other at Longenvale as I hope we shall, 
I'll give you the full benefit of my ideas. I 
don't mean to bore you with them, though,' he 
promised. * Only, I tell you in confidence, I'm 
a thorough-going Fourierist.' 

Two peals of laughter greeted this an- 
nouncement. 

' Strikes me you don't believe what I say ? ' 
George looked annoyed for a moment, but the 
next his countenance cleared. ' All right : 
wait a bit till you know me better ! ' he sub- 
joined calmly. ' Now, here we are. Try and 
keep seats for my sister and me, will you ? Ah, 
there she is ! ' 
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CHAPTEE XXXVI. 

MISS MADELINE STENHOUSE. 

Scarcely waiting for the train to stop, George 
Stenhouse sprang lightly to the ground. The 
attention of the Vandeleur brothers was then 
absorbed by the two deaf and rather disobliging 
old ladies. Louis assisted them, with gentle- 
manly courtesy, to collect a number of small 
belongings wherewith they had encumbered 
themselves, after the manner of old-fashipned 
elderly ladies in travelling, whilst Claude 
alighted in order to help them from the car- 
riage. When they had moved off, under con- 
voy of a porter to whom he had committed an 
assortment of their bags, parcels, and umbrellas, 
Claude re-entered. ' Lovable sort of boy that, 
isn't he?' he asked, referring, as a matter 
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of course, to their late companion. ' Do you 
see him anywhere ? ' 

Louis searched the platform with his eyes, 
'No,' he answered. 'But was it not singular 
that the mother should have suggested that 
we might perhaps travel down to Longenvale 
together ? That Communist craze of his, if 
it's to be taken seriously, seems rather absurd. 
But I like the fellow. Isn't that he, with his 
back to us ? ' 

' Talking to that stout dowager and the 
sallow little girl? It is ; yes.' 

' That will be his sister, then, the one on 
his arm. I wonder what she is like ? ' 

He did not need to wonder long ; for 

even as he spoke young Stenhouse turned 

and began, with his party, to approach the 

carriage. 

' del I ' ejaculated Claude, using his 

mother's favourite interjection, ' how beautiful 

she is ! ' 

Louis made no response ; but his gaze 

riveted itself unconsciously on the face of the 

girl who was leaning upon George Stenhouse's 
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arm, not hanging upon it, for she was nearly as 
tall as he. When the little group had come 
opposite to the compartment, George bestowed 
on his new acquaintances a friendly nod, which 
caused his sister to glance in their direction for 
an instant It was only for an instant, however. 
Evidently the girl had no eyes and no thought, 
for the time being, for any one or anything but 
her brother, whose countenance she was de- 
vouring with her affectionate regards. George, 
for his part, was conversing volubly with the 
elder of her companions — a lady with whom 
his sister had been visiting for the last three 
weeks — and so he continued to do up to the 
last moment. Then, as the train whistled for 
departure, hurried adieus were said, and the 
two young people got in. Miss Stenhouse's 
maid, who had been hovering at a distance 
round the group, having found a place in the 
next carriage. 

*Now, Madeline, let me introduce my 
friends,' began George, when the train had 
steamed out of the station, and she had waved 
a final farewell to her late entertainer. * Mr. 

2 
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Vandeleur — ^Mr. Louis Vandeleur. Guess who 
these gentlemen are, Maddy ? ' 

Miss Stenhouse looked at the gentlemen in 
question with a gaze as frank and direct as that 
of her brother. But although in expression 
they resembled his, Madeline's eyes were of 
quite a different shade from those of George. 
They were blue, but a blue so deep that it was- 
difficult at times to tell what was their exact 
colour. They were shaded, moreover, by long, 
dark lashes, and surmounted by well-arched 
eyebrows of the same shade. Yet Madeline's 
hair was of the brightest golden tint. Such a 
combination is very rare, and, partly perhaps 
bj'- reason of its rarity, very attractive. A 
delicate complexion, a pretty mouth — with a 
short dainty upper lip — and a peculiarly grace- 
ful figure, completed the list of the girl's 
charms. But, for all this, Madeline Stenhouse 
was not really ' beautiful,' as Claude had called 
her. Some people declared that it was her 
nose that spoiled her — and certainly it was not 
a pretty nose, being, in comparison with the 
rest of her features, disproportionately large, 
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and even a little bulbous at the end. Other 
friendly detractors, again, found fault with the 
shape of Madeline's face, which, like her 
brother's, was square about the chin, though 
not in the least heavy* These critics, however, 
belonged solely to her own sex ; for although, 
to her knowledge, Madeline Stenhouse had 
never yet had a lover, and most decidedly had 
never yet begun to let her thoughts run on the 
tender passion, there was something in the gaze 
of those soft dark eyes of hers that went 
straight to the masculine heart. Each of the 
young Vandeleurs was conscious of a little 
unwonted flutter of that organ within their 
respective bosoms as they submitted to the 
girls searching and perfectly unembarrassed 
scrutiny. ' I can't guess, George,' she observed 
at length, in answer to his question; 'I've 
never seen them before. Have I?' she ap- 
pealed to Claude. 

Claude flushed slightly as he returned a 
negative reply. 

*But you have heard the name, Maddy?' 
resumed her brother. *Lady Brentwood was 
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a Mis. Vandeleur, and these two are her sons. 
They are going down now to Norbreck Towers 
for the Long.' 

' Oh ! she must be quite old then, the bride ? 
Mamma wrote of her as though she were a 
young lady,' was the innocently ingenuous, if 
rather blunt, comment. 

* She does look young,' put in Louis ; 
*you would think she was our sister, rather 
than our mother — especially the mother of 
this big fellow who looks so much older than 
he is.' 

* How old are you ? ' demanded George. 

* How old should you tliink ? ' returned 
Claude. 

* Oh, about twenty- four or five.' 

* I am not twenty yet.' 

'Is that possible? Then I have the ad- 
vantage of you, actually ! But, upon my word, 
you know, with that moustache ' 

* You would hardly suppose that there is 
only one year between my brother and me, 
would you?' Louis interrupted, addressmg 
Miss Steuhouse. ' I shall not be nineteen for 
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three months. But I am sure I feel older than 
that, if I don't look so.' 

* I don't know about you^ but your brother 
certainly does,' Madeline rejoined, with an easy 
incompleteness of speech. * But some people 
are like that Eose Featherston, for instance, 
you know, George, is not quite sixteen, and 
yet she looks nearly as old as I do, and I am 
eighteen.' 

* Well, we are all very much of a muchness 
as to age,' summed up George, * therefore I 
think we ought to have some jolly times to- 
gether. Isn't it exhilarating, Madeline, to think 
of having such a famous addition to our society 
in that quiet spot ^ ' 

*Yes, indeed, I am very glad!' acknow- 
ledged Madeline, with artless candour. 'Do 
you know Longenvale at all?' This interro- 
gation was directed to Claude. 

' Not at all,' rejoined that young gentleman, 
abruptly. He would have liked to add some- 
thing to the remark, but his conversational 
powers seemed to have deserted him. Miss 
Madeline Stenhouse, one would have thought. 
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was about the last person in the world to m- 
spire any one with shyness. Yet, under the gaze 
of her calm eyes, which had in them some- 
thing of a child's earnest and penetrative 
observation, Mr. Claude Vandeleur did feel 
unaccountably shy. But at the best of times 
he was never quite so ready of diction a^ 
Louis. 

' No,' broke in the latter, * we have never 
been to Longenvale before. Miss Stenhouse ; 
^nd more than that, we have only seen our 
respected step-father twice — once for a few 
hours, when mother sent for us to run up to 
London to be introduced to him, and again at 
the wedding. So, as you may imagine, this is 
rather an exciting experience for us — agoing 
down to his house for the first time. It is not 
very often, you know, that fellows at our age 
get a new father.' 

'Indeed, no. Don't you dislike it? / 
should feel awfully vexed if my mamma were 
to marry again. I beg your pardon; that 
sounds rather invidious and rude. I did not 
mean to be rude.' 
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' I am sure of that/ protested Louis, warmly. 
' It was not rude in the least. But, really, I 
don't dislike it at all. Sir John Brentwood 
was so kind and friendly to Claude and me. 
We both thought him a delightful man. But 
if I had regretted the wedding before, I should 
cease to do so now^ he subjoined, blushing 
directlv the words were out of his mouth, at 
the significance of the emphasis he had thrown 
into them. 

Madeline regarded him with a little as- 
tonishment. She could not make out what he 
was blushing at, but thought that he perhaps 
found the subject unpleasant, so hastened to 
change it. 

' Did you have a letter lately from mamma, 
George F ' 

*Oniy a few lines, yesterday, just to say 
something pretty about being glad to have me 
at home again, and also to urge me to be sure 
to come by this train because of you — as 
though I was likely to miss it.' 

*You did nearly miss it, you wretched 
boy ! ' she cried, intercepting a grimace at his 
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companions. * How enraged I should have been 
if you had, you careless — darling I had one 
of mamma's little scrawls, too, yesterday ; but it 
was only about uncle. Mamma has something 
wrong with the tendons of her right arm,' she 
explained, parenthetically, to the youths oppo- 
site ; * it hurts her to hold a pen, so she never 
writes more than a few lines, and as seldom as 
possible.' 

* What did she say about uncle, Maddy ? ' 
asked her brother. 

' Oh, she thinks he is decidedly weaker. If 
we had not both arranged to return home to- 
day, she would have felt, she said, that she 
ought to have sent for us.' 

* Is Lord Westaxon confined to bed ? ' ques- 
tioned Louis. 

'He has been so for nearly two years,' 
George retiuned. ' There are two professional 
nurses always in attendance upon him. My 
sister and I are never allowed to go into his 
room ; but he likes mamma to visit him once 
every day, for five minutes. That is the reason 
we keep on living here,.instead of in Lancashire. 
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An aunt of mamma's is using our place there at 
present.' 

* But I like Longenvale ever so much better 
than Windthorpe, George,' said his sister. * The 
country around is so lovely.' 

' Yes, there are some stunning rides over 
the moors. You must ride with us, you fellows, 
and we'll show you all the views. I sent my 
horses down yesterday, Maddy.' 

* Oh, did you ? I have had such a delight- 
ful visit, George, at Lady Madgwick's.' 

*Ah, yes? I want to hear all about it,' 
responded her brother, with unaffected interest. 
* Tell us what you have been doing, Maddy ? ' 

Miss Stenhouse at once comphed, and dur- 
ing most of the journey that remained she 
entertained her three companions (for with her 
natural unreserve and simple courtesy she kept 
including the two Vandeleurs in the conversa- 
tion) by an account of various local gaieties — a 
dance or two, a dinner, several garden-parties, 
and a picnic, wherein she had participated. It 
had been her first introduction to anything like 
society, for, although eighteen, Madeline was 
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not yet * out.' Lord Westaxon's state of liealth 
had proved the impediment to her presentation 
this season ; but her mother had resolved that 
nothing must interfere v^ith the accomplishment 
of that grave social duty on her daughter's 
behalf next year. 

Thus, with that amiable readiness to frater- 
nise, which, in early youth, is one of the best 
proofs of a pure unspoiled nature, these four 
young people struck up quite an intimacy, and 
when they reached their destination, parted as 
though they had been friends for years instead 
of a few hours. 

The district of Longenvale had not yet been 
desecrated by the vulgarising intrusion of a 
railroad. The nearest line, or station, lay four 
miles away, and that distance had to be driven. 
A caixiage awaited Miss Stenhouse and her 
brother — with a drag for the maid and luggage ; 
whilst a light dog-cart had been sent for Claude 
and Louis Vandeleur. 

Mounting to the latter the young men were 
soon whirled out of sight of those heavier 
equipages with the Earl's coronet and crest 
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upon them. Their minds, however, were full 
of their new acquaintances, and so, for a time, 
was their talk. But, by-and-by, shaking 
themselves free (not without a conscious effort 
on either side) from this subject of distraction, 
they reverted to that which had been exercising 
their interest and curiosity for many days : the 
approaching meeting with their mother in her 
new home and relationship. 

Naturally, also, as they drove along, the 
scenery of the neighbourhood attracted their 
attention. On the borderland between Surrey 
and Sussex, the road wound about in the very 
heart of that most beautiful district. To give 
an idea of the varied charms of the landscape 
would be difficult. Breezy uplands, on the one 
hand, were covered with bracken and heather, 
which luxuriates nowhere else in Southern 
England save here and in some comers of 
Hampshire. Again, for miles at a stretch, 
those high-lying commons were ablaze with 
gold. That right royal flower which St. Louis, 
entwining with his white lilies, made the insignia 
of knighthood, and which has given the name of 
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Plantagenet to a race of English monarchs, was 
at present in full bloom — though perhaps the 
glory of it was beginning, in this second week 
of July, to be just a trifle tarnished. For al- 
though in this vicinity the gorse and broom (its 
constant associate) make shift to blossom all 
the year round, their full beauty is donned in 
early June. No doubt it was in that month 
that their delicate fragrance and rich yellow 
beauty so affected the senses of the great Lin- 
naeus, when a visitor to this spot, that he could 
not avoid falling on his knees, enraptured by 
the vision. 

As they caught sight now, for the J&rst time, 
of those vast aureate patches on the rounded, 
gently sloping range of hills, the young Vande- 
leurs grew silent with delight. But to gaze 
long at that sheeny brilliancy — heightened, at 
this moment, by the level rays of the declining 
sun — was dazzling to the eyes, and it became a 
relief to turn to the left, where a line of almost 
continuous woods bordered the winding road. 
Then, as they drew nearer to the end of their 
drive, the young men enjoyed passing glimpses 
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on either hand of delicious green lanes over- 
hung with foliage, and looking refreshingly 
cool and inviting, with the quivering shadows 
lying on their sun-chequered pathways. At 
length, after passing a few tiny hamlets and 
scattered farmsteads, came the village of Lon- 
genvale. A very picturesque village it was — 
consisting of about a score of cottages, charm- 
ingly uregular in their construction, and show- 
ing a pleasing variety in the colours of their 
red-tiled or brown-thatched roofs. Just through 
the village the road divided. At a short dis- 
tance down one of the branching highways 
stood an ancient-looking church, with the nu- 
merous chimney-stacks and divided pointed 
roof of the vicarage visible beyond it. But it 
was down the other road that the dog-cart 
turned, and, three minutes later, Claude and 
Louis Vandeleur had passed through the 
lodge-gates, and were in sight of Norbreck 
Towers. 

The building was a fine one, with a massive 
imposing aspect. Its front fa9ade, which was 
the most recent portion, was in the domestic 
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gothic of the Tudor epoch, with heavily mul- 
lioned projecting windows, and a large porch 
with six pointed arches. The rest of the pile 
was of a different architecture ; but the medley, 
which included two round towers with battle- 
mented summits, had an effect the opposite of 
disagreeable or incongruous. 

Inside the wide entrance-hall the young 
men found Sir John and Lady Brentwood 
waiting to receive them. The latter, in a trail- 
ing black lace dress, with bunches of white 
roses at her neck and waist, stood with her 
hand resting on her husband's arm. And in 
the framework of that huge baronial-looking 
hall (with a couple of knights in armour, and 
ancient high-backed chairs, carved benches and 
tables of black oak to furnish it), Madame's 
distinguished little figure seemed to have found 
an appropriate setting. 

Bestowing a very warm, and outwardly 
impartial, greeting upon her two boys, she led 
them into a room to the right of the hall, a 
drawing-room sumptuously appointed, but in 
the style of a bygone century. Here Sir John 



MISS MADELINE STENHOUSE 33 

Brentwood repeated the hearty welcome which 
already he had accorded them, and the ring of 
his kindly voice was so honest and true, that 
the young fellows found it impossible to doubt 
the sincerity of that welcome. And, as a 
matter of fact, it may here be stated that 
instead of regarding her sons, as Madame had 
at first feared he might do, as encumbrances 
upon, if not impediments to, their union, the 
Baronet — when once he had seen them — had 
declared, unhesitatingly, that he looked upon 
their existence as an additional attraction to the 
marriage. Intuitively he felt that he should 
like, and could learn to love, them both, and 
that he should find in his relations with them a 
solace for the misery which he had suffered 
through the unhappy Alec. 

And so far, at all events, neither Sir John 
nor Lady Brentwood had, it was evident, found 
cause to regret their hasty marriage. Both 
were in excellent spirits. Madame, for her 
part, had felt happier (so she often told herself) 
in these few weeks since her second marriage, 
than ever she had done in her life before. Sir 
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John had proved the most satisfactory of hus- 
bands, entirely amenable to her influence, the 
model of obedience and submission. He had 
stayed in Paris upon their wedding trip just as 
long as she had desired ; that was until they 
had met Lord Stone-Stretton, and Marie had 
had an opportunity of revenging herself, as she 
had done in her own peculiar way, upon that 
recreant nobleman. Then they had gone on 
to Italy, and * my lady ' (ah ! how Marie loved 
those two sweetly sounding words) here laid 
herself out to please the warm-hearted, simple- 
minded Baronet, who, as a consequence, had 
grown more fascinated and enchanted with her 
than ever. 

After dinner this evening, however. Sir 
John was destined to see, for the first time, a 
frown on his wife's brow. That frown was 
called up by the proud and delighted announce- 
ment which Claude then made respecting the 
Scholarship, and other honours, which Louis 
had gained, the result of the University ex- 
aminations, which had taken place whilst the 
newly married couple had been travelling 
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abroad, having been witliheld until now at 
Louis' own request. 

' Louis ! It is always Louis — always Louis ! ' 
cried Madame, springing from her chair and 
beginning to pace the room in wrathful im- 
patience. 'And you, Claude, what have you 
done ? ' 

' Wasted my time, as usual, I am afraid,' 
returned Claude deprecatingly. ' But, mother, 
if you could only realise what honour Louis 
had done us, you would feel more than satisfied ! 
How could you expect to have two sons like 
him? That wouldn't be fair, you know, 
to ' 

' Listen to me, mother,' broke in Louis, 
* That dear old dufier always makes such a fiiss of 
my small successes. Now let me tell you about 
his. Why, only to-day I heard him called " the 
biggest gun in the University ! " ' And throwing 
the most brilliant colouring he could into his 
description, Louis related, in his turn, how 
Claude's skill and energy had saved Oxford's 
honour, at a critical juncture, on the river this 
year, and had brought the University off 
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triumphant, and how, in recognition of his 
service, he had been elected (on the retirement 
of his august predecessor) to the tremendous 
dignity of Stroke of the Eight. 

As she listened. Lady Brentwood's face 
cleared. But it was not without an effort that 
she concealed the chagrin which still possessed 
her. For, whilst she did not undervalue 
physical prowess, her ladyship's notions upon 
this subject by no means coincided with those 
of Mr. George Stenhouse ; she decidedly pre- 
ferred the triumph of mind to muscle. How- 
ever, it would not do to betray that she also 
very decidedly preferred her elder to her 
younger son, and that the jealousy of Louis' 
superior abilities and reputation, whereof Claude 
himself showed no symptom, was rankling on 
his account in her maternal bosom. Therefore, 
whilst for a short time she continued her walk 
to and fro in the long apartment, she turned a 
smiling countenance upon the three gentlemen 
who were standing in a little group together, 
Claude in his favourite attitude with one hand 
resting on his brother's shoulder. 
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' Louis is very like me, is he not, mon amiV 
she inquired, presently coming to a pause near 
them. 

' He is like you in having dark eyes and 
hair, my dear Marie/ rejoined her husband. 
' But as to features,' looking from one to the 
other, ' I cannot trace any great resemblance.' 

' ril tell you where the resemblance comes 
in more strikingly than in his face, mother,' 
observed Claude, laughing. ' He has inherited 
your brains, the whole lot you had to spare. 
As for me, I don't know how you contrived 
that I should be so different, both in mind and 
person. I mightn't be your son at all.' 

' Perhaps you are not my son. Perhaps I 
only adopted you. What should you say if 
T told you that was so?' inquired Madame, 
smiling, but in a curious fashion. 

* Well, I think I should say I did not believe 
you,' answered Claude. 

' Ah, then ! . . . Shall I play you a little 
on my harp ? ' There was a universal acclama- 
tion of assent ; and Sir John flew to draw forth 
from its corner the handsome instrument which 
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had been brought down from London. At 
present Madame's house in Grosvenor Square 
was left under the charge of a housekeeper; 
but some of the servants were still retained on 
board wages. Though it was her intention to 
live here for some considerable time, Marie was 
already beginning to ache for the life and ex- 
citement of London. She knew that existence 
in this quiet country spot would not very long 
be tolerable to her, that it would not be toler- 
able at all, but that she had in view the prospect 
of an adventure, a sensation, a crisis in the 
drama of her life which was to find its scene 
here, and which, even in anticipation, thrilled 
and moved her as only one other passage in 
her eventful career had ever yet possessed the 
power to do. 

Lady Brentwood was fond of her harp, and 
she played it well. But whilst her glittering 
fingers strayed softly over its strings, she en- 
couraged her companions to talk, listening with 
attention whenever Claude and Louis reverted 
to the subject of the new acquaintances they 
had made this afternoon. Already at the dinner 



MISS MADEUNE STENHOUSE 39 

table they had related how George Stenhouse 
had introduced himself to them, and both yomig 
men had talked a great deal about him, and a 
very little about his sister. 

When the two youths retired to rest at the 
close of a most pleasant evening, their mother 
accompanied them upstairs. 

* Do you like your room, my Louis ? * she 
asked, stopping to bid him good night at the 
door. * That is right ! Sleep well, sleep well, 
dear! Your mother is pleased that you have 
done yourself and her so great credit.* 

* And 1 am sorry, mother, that I have dis- 
appointed you so much,' said Claude, as she 
followed him afterwards into his chamber. ' I 
don't wonder that you think me a great stupid 
fellow, in comparison with our bright Louis; 
but ' 

' Chut, chut ! ' she interrupted impatiently. 
Then, with unspeakable tenderness — * Claude, 
you are the apple of my eye, the joy of my 
heart ! You know it well. Oh, my boy, will 
you love me always — always^ whatever happens? 
Could you love me for myself, Claude, even if 
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I were not, as we talked of downstairs, your 
own mother ? ' 

. * What a strange question ! ' Claude stooped 
to kiss her. * Of course, dear mother, I do love 
you for yourself — ^for your personal character, 
which is so good and strong — ^as well as because 
you are my own clever and beautiful mother. 
But why do you say such curious things ? You 
are not thinking of disowning me, I hope ? ' 

Marie echoed his laugh. ^I disown you 
when I disown my own soul, which you have 
grown into, mon chSri — ^not before ! But there 
are good things in store for you, my Claude I 
Let poor Louis keep his honours. Now, good 
night I • 

* Nay, mother, don't prophesy good things 
for me, without letting Louis have his share,' he 
remonstrated, hastening to open the door for 
her. * But I know you don't mean it ; I know 
your kind wishes are for us both alike. You 
only want to console me for my failures at 
college. But I am afraid, mother, that it is you 
who feel them, not I. You see I am not an 
ambitious fellow.' 
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' But you must be ambitious, my Claude, 
and you shall be great. Bon soir I Bon soir I ' 
And with a significant nod of her stately little 
head. Lady Brentwood walked off, her long 
train rusthng softly after her as she moved. 
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CHAPTER XXXVn. 

MRS. DOUGLAS AWDRY HEARS SAD INTELLIGENCE. 

A LARGE, straggling, two-storied white house, 
overgrown with creepers, and standing well 
back from the road ; the garden grounds sur- 
rounding it laid out in an unpretentious, some- 
what old-fashioned style, with plenty of green, 
velvety sward, and an abundance of roses, 
roses of every possible variety and in every 
possible shade. Such was Mallow Lodge, 
near the village of Dunham- Wold, South 
Devon. 

In its homely, benign, well-to-do aspect, the 
whole place seemed to have about it something 
almost human — to look out at one, as it were, 
with an expression of calm serenity. 

Its mistress, moreover, as she might have 
been seen one bright afternoon in early June, 
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sauntering slowly around her grounds, looked 
very much in keeping with the place. * Fair, 
fat,* though not yet * forty ' by a year or two, 
she was a placid-faced woman, with a brow so 
smooth and un wrinkled that one might have 
felt ready to swear that no shadow of care 
could ever have rested upon it. There were 
people, however, in the neighbourhood who 
could have contradicted that assumption — 
people who recollected this exceedingly com- 
fortable-looking lady, with her pronouncedly 
embonpoint figure, as presenting a very different 
sort of appearance. 

Sixteen years ago, when Mrs. Douglas 
Awdry had first arrived at Dunham- Wold, she . 
had been a sKm, remarkably graceful -looking 
girl, with an expression of countenance almost 
pathetically sad. Then, too, tears, or their 
traces, had often enough been seen on her fair 
cheeks; and that she had cares, or, at all 
events, responsibilities, had been a self-evident 
fact. To begin with, there had been her father, 
who, poor gentleman, had been labouring under 
some kind of mental affliction, and who had 
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grown SO rapidly worse that it had presently 
become necessary to provide him with a keeper, 
in whose charge he might have been met daily, 
strolling up and down the narrow lanes with a 
vacant fatuous smile upon his lips. Further, 
there had been her baby. Only a few months 
old when his mother had come to take up her 
abode at Mallow Lodge, the child had passed, 
in the first year of her residence here, through 
a succession of childish ailments, which had 
kept her, whilst they lasted, in a fever of excite- 
ment. But these troubles were mild by com- 
parison with the last and most serious one — ^to 
wit, that Mrs. Douglas Awdry had just been 
separated from her husband. True, there had 
been no esclandre about the affair, nor any 
judicial proceedings. The estrangement, how- 
ever, had been understood to be final ; and local 
society, as was very natural, had felt in the 
beginning quite clear in its own mind that some 
share, at least, of the blame must rest with the 
wife, and the new-comer had accordingly been 
placed under a ban. 

But all this was now a thing of the far patt. 
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Mrs. Douglas Awdry had long ago lived down 
all her troubles and disabilities. 

Her father had died within eighteen months ; 
her child, in this sweet country air, had grown 
strong and robust, and Claudia had very soon 
contrived to establish herself in the perfect good 
opinion of her neighbours. 

Gifted in those early days with beauty, 
grace of manner, and amiabiUty of temper 
(when not crossed), as also with the potent 
attraction of wealth, she had, indeed, hardly 
been the sort of person against whom a Umited 
society could long afford to close its doors. 
Gradually, therefore, the neighbourhood had 
lent her its ear, and into that ear Claudia had 
insinuated her own version of the story con- 
cerning her quarrel with her husband. This 
version, which was certainly conveyed rather 
by hints than direct assertion, represented poor 
Douglas Awdry in a very ugly and mercenary 
light. It attributed the rupture and separation 
from his wife entirely to his disappointment at 
her father's failure in business, and the conse- 
quent loss of the large fortune he had expected 
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her to inherit. Thus, following the promptings 
of nature and habit, Claudia had tried to shift 
all disapproval from herself, and to save her own 
reputation at the cost of her husband's in the 
sight of the little world wherein she now lived. 
But, notwithstanding that her account had 
gained, by degrees, universal credit, and had 
evoked for her very deep sympathy, Claudia 
had hardly felt, at the outset, much satisfaction 
in appropriating that sympathy. During the 
jBrst months of her banishment she had, in fact, 
been wretchedly unhappy. So far as in her lay 
she had loved Douglas Awdry, and the loss of 
his tender, adoring ajQfection had occasioned her 
sincere distress. In the hope of a reconciliation, 
she had several times humbled herself to him 
by letter, acknowledging her error in contrite 
t^rms, and begging for his pardon. 

But all to no avail. She might as well, as 
far as she could judge, have beaten herself 
against a rock. Her letters had been returned 
to her, not unread, but with a simple repetition 
upon Douglas's part of his determination never 
to see her again. Then, at length, pride and 
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resentment had taken full possession of Claudia's 
undisciplined heart. Her lingering affection 
had been transmuted into a bitter animosity, 
which, however, had gradually died out, giving 
place, in its turn, to simple indifference. For 
a great many years now, Mrs. Douglas Awdry 
had not wished to meet her husband again — ^had 
almost ceased, even, to give a thought to his 
existence. And each year, as it sped, had seen 
her grow more and more contented with her 
present lot. In this peacefiil, dolce far niente 
life of hers, Claudia found indeed quite sufficient 
to satisfy her. She possessed in it one great 
interest — her son — and a host of smaller ones, 
such as her garden, her visiting among her 
neighbours, her own little social entertain- 
ments, and, if the truth must be told, her 
eating and drinking. For, with the advance 
of years, Mrs. Douglas Awdry had developed a 
penchant for good living, and dinner had be- 
come to her an affair of daily moment. 

The chief interest of her existence, however, 
and the one thing that redeemed it jfrom utter 
selfishness, was, as we have said, her son. 



48 THE UNFORESEEN 

Sixteen years old now, Eustace Awdry was 
still living with his mother. 

Yet it may be remembered that, at that 
deplorable crisis of their lives when, to all 
intents and purposes, the tie which bound the 
once devoted husband and wife had been for 
ever severed, Douglas had expressed a resolve 
to take the boy under his own charge after he 
should have arrived at the age of three. 

Several circumstances had conspired to 
frustrate this resolve. 

For one, Claudia had fought for the pos- 
session of her boy, figuratively speaking, with 
tooth and nail. She had refused absolutely to 
give him up ; and when, at the appointed time, 
Douglas had sent for his son, his messengers 
had been obhged to descend to stratagem 
in order to accomplish their purpose. Then, 
during the short time that he had been forced 
to spend with his father at Clavermere Chase, 
the child had pined for his mother so pitiably 
and persistently that Douglas had feared for his 
health, and of his own accord had sent him 
back to her. After that, during the next five 
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or six years, Douglas had been content to enjoy 

his child's society for two months out of the 

twelve, and to leave him for the remaining ten 

under Claudia's charge. At the end of that 

time he had pledged himself (and a great and 

unselfish concession it was) that this unfair 

arrangement should be continued so long as he 

found the boy the candid, truthful little fellow 

which hitherto, by various tests, he had proved 

him to be, entirely free from those despicable 

faults whereby his mother had wrecked the 

happiness of his (Douglas's) life, and, as he 

mistakenly supposed, her own. A very decided 

mistake that was. As we have seen, Claudia 

was by no means dying of a broken heart. 

The division of suffering, caused by the breach 

of their marriage ties, had been just as unfairly 

proportioned as had been the companionship 

of their son. 

Yes, it was into the heart of the innocent, 
as is so frequently the case, that the iron of 
grief had entered. It was Douglas, not Claudia, 
who had suffered long and keenly. The shal- 
low nature had soon found peace ; the deepei 
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ha sought it in vain through years of secret 
anguish. 

In the beginning, hoping to find a salve for 
his wounds in those duties, Douglas had de- 
voted himself to the management of his estate 
and the improvement of his tenantry. 

But these things had not proved suflSciently 
distracting, and of late years he had thrown 
himself into newer and more exciting interests. 
He had joined a celebrated traveller, whose 
researches and explorations were ethnological 
rather than geographical in their aims, and in 
company with this gentleman had penetrated 
far into the interior of Australia, and subse- 
quently into that of the Dark Continent. Upon 
this latter expedition he had been absent now 
for several years, and only at rare intervals 
had news of his movements reached Claudia 
through her son, with whom Douglas had kept 
up, so far as was possible, a regular corre- 
spondence. 

But over this protracted absence of the 
husband whom she had altogether ceased to 
love, Claudia had rejoiced instead of mourning, 
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seeing that by reason of it she had been spared 
even the stipulated two months' separation 
from the one being who filled almost exclu- 
sively her narrow heart. We say almost ex- 
clusively, because — even to her own surprise — 
Claudia still retained a vivid remembrance of 
that pretty dark-eyed child, whose soft caresses 
and infantile babble had so touched her ma- 
ternal feelings on the occasion of that first and 
last interview she had held with him on the 
Beauport Slopes. And although, as yet, she 
had taken no steps to satisfy that very natural 
curiosity (why, may be presently explained), 
she often yearned to know what had become of 
him. 

Strolling leisurely round her grounds (on 
the pleasant June afternoon above referred to), 
Mrs. Douglas Awdry betook herself, from time 
to time, to the handsome entrance gates, and 
gazed right and left along an umbrageous 
country road, which ran past them. She was 
looking for her son, who had gone to ride with 
his tutor. Eustace had never been from home 
to school, and Claudia did not intend that he 
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ever should, though she feared she might be 
obliged to send him to one of the universities 
when he should be old enough. 

Listening for the sound of horses' hoofs, 
Claudia presently caught, instead, the roll of 
carriage wheels. Reflecting, however, that it 
must be nearly six, and therefore too late for 
callers in this country district, where most 
people dined about that hour, she fully ex- 
pected to hear the wheels go by. They did 
not, however, but turned in at her gate, and 
facing round in her walk, Claudia perceived 
that the vehicle was not a private equipage, 
but a lumbering sort of fly, belonging to an inn 
which stood close by the nearest railway 
station, at Dunham, two miles from Dunham- 
Wold. 

A lady was looking from the window of 
the fly, who, on seeing Claudia, at once stopped 
it and dismounted. Until she had come quite 
close Claudia did not recognise her, for she 
was a little short-sighted, and, moreover, it was 
several years since she had last seen her visitor. 

* Olivia 1 ' she cried, when at length she 



SAD INTELLIGENCE 53 

did discover whom it was. ' Good heavens ! 
how surprised I feel I ' Then becoming con- 
scious that, although very genuine, her astonish- 
ment, thus expressed, was not very polite, she 
added hastily (but not with equal truth), ' I am 
very glad to see you. But why did you not 
send me word that you were coming? Not 
that it matters, though, in the least. There is 
always a room ready for visitors.' 

' I am not come to stay, Claudia,' replied 
Olivia, returning her hand-shake. The two 
women had not kissed each other, and it was 
evident that their old friendship had suffered 
considerable diminution. 

' Nonsense ! How do you mean ? I sup- 
pose you have come for Eustace ; but, at least, 
you must intend to remain one night ? Let me 
send away the fly, and then come into the 
house. It is close upon dinner-time.' 

' No, no ! Don't send the fly away, Claudia. 
I — ^we had better go back in it to the station.' 

* Go back in it to the station ! ' echoed 
Claudia, flushing with sudden anger. * Do you 
think I shall submit to such arbitrary treat- 
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ment ? Eustace cannot be ready to return with 
you this evening. And, since his father has 
done without seeing him for nearly five years, I 
imagine he can endure the delay a few hours 
longer. When did he get home ? ' 

* Come and sit down on the seat over there, 
Claudia,' said Olivia, gently, * and then I will 
tell you everything.' 

It had not surprised Miss Ashmead — as 
it may possibly have surprised the reader — 
that Mrs. Douglas Awdry should at once have 
jumped to the conclusion that her unexpected 
visit had for its object the conveyance of Master 
Eustace Awdry back with her to Clavermere 
Chase. The conclusion was a perfectly natural 
one, since (excepting in that first instance, when 
the boy had, as it were, been abducted fix)m his 
mother) it was OUvia Ashmead who had always 
come to claim him for his annual visit to his 
father — so long as Douglas had remained in 
England — and who had also, at the termination 
of the two months, brought him again to Dun- 
ham-Wold. In undertaking this duty — which 
had been of her own proposing — OUvia had 
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been actuated by very characteristic motives. 
Deeply distressed to reflect that, in a sense, she 
had been instrumental in bringing about the 
separation between the husband and wife, it 
had become the most earnest desire of her life 
to see them reunited. Establishing herself as a 
go-between, therefore, she had tried to influence 
each towards kindlier feelings in the other's 
regard. She had assured Claudia that, in spite 
of his apparent austerity, her husband's heart 
was still tender towards her, and she had carried 
back to Douglas glowing reports of Claudia's 
unexceptionably good conduct in her new home 
— of her devotion to her father (so long as poor 
Mr. Estcourt lived), her warm aflection for her 
child, her kindness to the poor, &c. ; and she 
had fervently advocated with each the duty and 
advantage of a reconciliation. In accomplish- 
ing her object, however, the self-elected peace- 
maker had, to her own sorrow, failed. Never- 
theless, her influence had been by no means so 
inefiectual as she supposed. In Claudia's case 
it had served to change active dishke into the 
milder feeling of indifference; in Douglas's it 



;6 THE UNFORESEEN 

had proved even more potent in its secret 
workings. But, as we have said, it was now 
some years since Olivia and Claudia had met. 
The former, since Douglas's departure for 
Africa, had had no excuse for presenting 
herself at Dunham-Wold without invitation. 
And an invitation — although Olivia, in her 
desire to befriend her cousin's wife, had 
gone so far as to ' fish for it ' — ^had not been 
forthcoming. 

The reason for this was, in part., that 
Claudia had never been able entirely to forgive 
Olivia for discovering the secret of her former 
marriage, and in part because she had found 
another bosom friend in her present neighbour- 
hood, who satisfied all her requirements as 
adviser and confidante, and that she therefore 
felt quite as willing now to throw Olivia over- 
board as she had formerly done Ella Thorne. 
But since Olivia had come to her house, Claudia 
had no desire to treat her discourteously. 

* You are looking very well,' she said, as 
they reached the garden bench, towards which 
Olivia had led the way. ' I am afraid, in my 
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surprise at seeing you, I have not even asked 
how you are ? ' 

' Thank you, my health is very good. I 
don't think I need inquire after yours ' — with a 
significant glance at her companion's rotund 
form. 'But there are more important things 
to speak of, Claudia. Douglas has returned 
home.' 

* So I concluded from your advent just now. 
But you really should have sent me word, 
Olivia, that I might have h&d a carriage to 
meet you.' 

' I could not send you word. Douglas only 
arrived late last evening. He is ill, Claudia — 
very ill' 

' Is he ? Ah I I remember in his last letter 
to Eustace, which was from Aden, he com- 
plained of having had a low fever, or something. 
Is he not better ? I expected the voyage home 
would have set him up.' 

' He is not better, dear Claudia,' rejoined 
Olivia, kindly ; * and I have come to ask you to 
go to him immediately.' 

' Me 1 ' echoed- Claudia. ' Does he want 
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me to go back to him now, after all these 
years ? No, it is too late for that ! I shouldn't 
like it at all,' she continued, in evident alarm. 
' I would much rather be independent. Men, 
at the best, are so selfish — so exacting of atten- 
tion and consideration. No, really, we never 
could hve together again, now ! It is absurd 
to think of it, OKvia I If this is your doing, I 
know you mean kindly, of course ; but it is a 
mistake.' 

' Claudia, you altogether misapprehend.' 
Olivia spoke coldly and sternly. She felt dis- 
gusted beyond measure at the unnatural heart- 
lessness which, it seemed to her, was betrayed 
in these hasty utterances. * There is no question 
of your living together again. Douglas is 
dying.' 

' Oh ! ' ejaculated Claudia, unequivocably 
shocked at this abrupt announcement, ' Ohvial' 

' I did not mean to teU you so suddenly,' 
resumed Olivia, softening again ; ' forgive me, 
dear. But there is no time to lose if you wish 
to see him alive. That is the reason I asked 
the man to remain with the fly. There is a 
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train at 7.15, Claudia. We must catch 
that.' 

* Impossible I ' cried Claudia, recovering 
from one shock, only to sustain another. * Why, 
we have not dined I We could not possibly go 
without dinner. Besides, we should be travel- 
ling all night. Surely, he ... it is not so 
imperative as all that ? ' 

*The case could not be more imperative, 
Claudia. Your husband may not live through 
the night, and he earnestly longs to see you. . . 
Oh! how can you — ^how can you care about 
dinner ? ' 

Claudia blushed a Uttle. * I was thinking 
about you^' she retorted. *How could you 
make the double journey — ^such a long journey 
— ^without refreshment? But come in, and I 
will order them to put it upon the table at 
once ; and, since you think it necessary, we 
will try to get that train. Of course, if poor 
Douglas is in the dangerous condition you seem 
to think, I — I am most anxious. What time do 
you think we shall reach Clavermere ? ' 

*A little before twelve. The train is 
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express a good part of the way. It will not 
take you long to get ready, will it ? ' 

* No, I can go just as I am ' — Claudia 
glanced down at the rich but dark dress she 
wore — ' and my maid can bring on what things 
I may require early to-morrow. But, dear me, 
how sad it is about poor Douglas ! I hardly 
realise it yet. What is the matter with him, 
Olivia ? ' The two ladies were walking towards 
the house as this question was put. 

A spasm of anguish crossed Miss Ashmead's 
face, and her lips quivered. Controlling her 
emotion, however, by a strenuous effort, she 
replied quietly, * Yes, it is indeed, as you say, 
sad. But if Eustace heard from Aden, you will 
know ' 

' Oh, that was only a few words scribbled 
in pencil,' Claudia interrupted, * just saying that 
he was not well, and that he was coming home. 
There was nothing more.' 

* Ah I he did not wish to alarm you, I sup- 
pose; but he knew then that his life was 
doomed,' faltered Olivia, struggling in vain to 
keep back her rising tears. Captain Ashburton, 
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the companion, as you know, of Douglas's 
travels, has brought him home, and he is now 
at the Chase. He will give you all the particu- 
lars. I could not wait to hear very much, but 
he told me * 

* Yes, go on, please.' Olivia had paused to 
dry her eyes, and to take hervoice under better 
control ; and Claudia had drawn forth her 
handkerchief also, to be ready in case she 
should be able to weep, as she felt she might 
perhaps be presently, * Tell me what you know, 
OUvia.' 

* It is not much,' Olivia repeated. * Douglas 
was so anxious for me to come for you, that 
I wanted to leave by the earliest train after I 
had seen him. I could only spare a few 
moments with Captain Ashburton. Still, he 
gave me the chief facts of the melancholy 
history. They had had a most successfu 
expedition (the account of it, and of their 
discoveries, will of course be published), and 
they were on their return journey to the coast, 
when at a very unhealthy marshy place some- 
where, where they were obliged to stop for a 
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wMle, Douglas was seized with the malaria 
fever. He had been in wretchedly poor 
health for some time before, Captain Ash- 
burton says, for they had gone through a 
terrible amount of labour and hardship ; and 
this fever had the effect of completely breaking 
up his constitution. They carried him by slow 
stages to Aden. But there he had a relapse — 
a recurrence of the fever; and an English 
physician, whom they found in that town, gave 
him to imderstand that — that he was too 
shattered to live long. Then, Claudia, his 
whole anxiety was to get home. His one 
hope was to live long enough to see you 
again.' 

* Poor Douglas ! poor fellow ! ' Claudia put 
up her handkerchief to her eyes. If there 
were no tears, she felt sure her friend would 
think there ought to be some. 

* He was very ill — ^wasting rapidly — during 
the passage,' resumed Olivia ; ' but when they 
landed in England he refused to rest anywhere. 
Captain Ashburton beheves that unless they 
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had given way to him in this, he would have 
sunk at once — that it was simply the deter- 
mination to reach home that has kept him 
alive so long. Oh, Claudia ! don't you see how 
he must have loved you all the while ? I know 
he has ; I am sure he has ! It is this he wants 
to tell you — and ' 

There was a little hysterical catch in 
Claudia's breath, which was not altogether 
affectation, for she was certainly beginning to 
feel a good deal shaken out of her ordinary 
phlegm. At the sound of the sob, Olivia 
Ashmead paused in her sentence, and once 
more mastering the signs of her own sharp 
pain, stooped to kiss a part of the plump round 
cheek which Claudia's handkerchief left ex- 
posed. 

* Dear Olivia, I 1 will go in now 

and look after my preparations,' murmured the 
latter, with another effective break in her voice. 
* Ah ! there are the horses ! Olivia, will you 

tell him, my poor boy, about his father ? I 

I hardly feel equal to the task. I shall leave 
you to give him the sad news.' And with her 
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face still hidden until she was well out of view 
fix)m the porch where Ohvia stood, Mrs, 
Douglas Awdry hurried to her kitchen to bid 
the cook make all possible despatch in serving 
the dinner 
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CHAPTEE XXXVni. 

A DEATH-BED RECONCILIATION. 

* Mamma dear, here we are at Clavermere ! ' 
These words, and a touch of her son's hand 
upon her shoulder, startled Mrs. Douglas 
Awdry out of a profound slumber which had 
endured for nearly two hours. 

' Dear me, are we ? What a shockingly 
tedious journey it has been ! I almost believe 
I had fallen asleep for a moment. Will there 
be a carriage, Olivia ? ' 

Miss Ashmead returned a curt afBrmative. 
She had arranged that this train should be 
met ; and on stepping forth Claudia recognised 
the brougham that was in waiting just outside 
the station gate. Also, by the hght of a lamp 
which fell fiill upon his face, she recognised 
the coachman as the same who had driven her 
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about the country in those happy days of her 
early married life. The sight of this man's 
countenance, grown older of course, but still 
familiar to her memory, affected Mrs. Douglas 
Awdry very disagreeably. It recalled all the 
wild pain and passion, the sense of humiliation 
and despair, from which she had suffered when 
first forced into exile from her husband's roof. 
Something of that anger and humiliation now 
returned upon her. Why had Douglas kept 
on this old servant, and perhaps others, too, 
who knew about their separation, and who 
very likely considered her to blame for it — ^who 
possibly imagined that she had in some way 
disgraced herself? Claudia hated disapproval, 
even the disapproval of a servant. She had 
not thought of it before, but she felt now that 
the situation was painful and undignified. To 
be returning thus, after so many years of 
banishment, the discarded wife at her husband's 
beck and call, and to find these old servants 
ready to gossip and wonder over the affair! 
Yes, certainly her position was very disagree- 
able. She stepped into the carriage without 
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glancing at the coachman, who, with his hand 
to his hat, was waiting for some sign of re- 
cognition; and all the way up to the house 
her thoughts were occupied with this trifling 
grievance, almost to the exclusion of any re- 
collection of poor Douglas's dying condition. 
As for Miss Ashmead, excepting to reply to an 
observation from Eustace, she did not open her 
lips throughout the drive. Whilst Claudia had 
been asleep in the train Olivia had been study- 
ing her face, and the serene, self-satisfied look 
of it had almost maddened her. This woman, 
with her air of physical enjoyment and of snug 
contentment ; this bonne vivante^ whose face had 
become somewhat coarse through indulgence — 
who had thought of her dinner, and eaten it 
too, when she knew her husband to be dying ! 
— this was the woman who had had the power 
to wreck Douglas Awdry's life, or at any rate 
his happiness in life ! This was the woman 
whose love {love^ indeed! coidd she ever have 
known the meaning of that holy word ?) he had 
preferred to hers — Olivia's! Ha! how could 
he have been so blind— so pitiably blind? 

F 2 
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Until this evening Olivia had never believed 
any one to be capable of the utter selfishness, 
the narrow, mean egotism which, rightly or 
wrongly, she now attributed to Claudia. She 
had never before felt, as unhappily as she felt 
now, that she almost hated her quondam friend. 

On reaching the house Miss Ashmead was 
the first to enter. ' How is your master now, 
Mrs. Vane ? ' she demanded of the housekeeper, 
who met her in the hall. 

Mrs. Vane shook her head. ' Oh, miss, 
the nurse says he is sinking very, very fast ! 
Is that .... surely it can't be the mistress ? 
I should never have known her ! ' The words 
were spoken in a low key, but Claudia over- 
heard them. 

' I should not have known you^ Vane,' she 
observed tartly, as the housekeeper advanced 
with a respectful obeisance. 'How many 
more of the old servants are there in the 
house ? ' 

*None but myself and the coachman, 
madam. Of course the stafi" has been kept 
very low whilst the Squire has been abroad ; 
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but he has been a good master, and .... oh ! 
madam, this is a sad home-coming for you ! ' 

Claudia acknowledged the sympathetic re- 
mark with a frigid bow. * I will go upstairs 
at once,' she said. ' Where is Eustace ? ' 

The boy, who had been looking very grave 
and sad ever since the distressful tidings con- 
cerning his father had been repeated to him by 
his godmother (Olivia bore that relationship to 
him), had tarried behind in the porch to shed 
a few not unmanly tears. But at his mother's 
call he came forward into the light. A healthy, 
weU-grown stripling, with a bright, open 
countenance, and modest, gentlemanly de- 
meanour, Eustace Awdry had nothing in the 
least remarkable about him. His intellect was 
of a very average quality ; and his person, 
though prepossessing, was by no means hand- 
some. Like his father's, his disposition was 
honest and upright, and his affections warm ; 
but he possessed neither Douglas's sensitive 
pride nor obstinacy of purpose. Taking his 
arm, Claudia now ascended the wide staircase, 
confronted everywhere by familiar objects 
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which stirred up discomposing reminiscences of 
the past. There were real tears in her eyes at 
length — teal's of mingled self-pity, wounded 
vanity, and resentful annoyance — when she 
paused in the corridor to address Miss Ash- 
mead. 

'Do you think I should see Douglas to- 
night ? * she questioned. ' It is so very late. 
It would be better, perhaps, to put it off until 
morning.' 

' That would be to risk not seeing him at 
all,' answered Olivia. 'I told you, Claudia, 
that the doctor considers it probable that he 
may not live through the night. Let Mrs. Vane 
take your bonnet,' she added authoritatively, 
' and I will go and prepare him to meet you ' 

A few minutes later Claudia found herself 
alone by her husband's bedside, Olivia having 
directed the nurse (a Sister of Charity who 
had accompanied the sick man from Africa) 
to withdraw into an adjoining dressing-room, 
where she also betook herself with Eustace to 
await a quickly expected summons — ^for, at a 
glance, Olivia had seen that the man whom 
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she had loved all her life with the unshaken 
constancy of her deep and noble nature, was in 
the very act of death. Claudia, too, recognised 
this truth directly her eye Ughted upon that 
shrunken, pallid countenance. She fell back 
with a stifled cry of horror. Could it really be 
Douglas, that grey-haired, prematurely aged 
man, who lay there gasping for breath ? But 
for his eyes, which had startled and thrilled her 
with their eager, welcoming glance, she would 
have felt sure that he was a stranger. 

* Claudia, Claudia 1 ' A feeble voice recalled 
her. ' Come to me. Come to me, love 1 You 
are only just in time. But I am so glad. I 
want you to forgive me, Claudia. I am afraid 
— I am afraid I have been a hard man — hard, 
and proud, and unmerciful.* 

* Yes, Douglas, you have, rather. But never 
mind — ^never mind, dear, now. I quite forgive 
you — quite.' 

* Poor Claudia ! my poor wife ! Have you 
been so very unhappy, then ? Oh the pity of 
it all ! I ought to have tried to overlook — to 
forget what you had done. But I couldn't — I 
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couldn't. I have been punished, though. 
Claudia, I have loved you all along, in spite of 
everything. I have never given a thought of 
my heart to any other woman. I have suffered 
— oh, I have suffered ! * 

* Dear Doi^ks I ' She stooped to press her 
lips to his brow, but withdrew them instantly 
with another little shriek of terror as she felt 
how cold and clammy it was. * Oh, I fear — I 
fear Let me call Olivia and Eustace.' 

' One jTioment,' he gasped. * Yes, it is true 
— I am dying. You were only just in time. 
Tell me once more that you forgive me, and I 
can die in peace. You will find that I have 
tried to atone — that 1 have trusted you. For- 
give — ^let us both forgive ! ' 

They were his last words. As he spoke 
them the film of death overspread his eyes, 
and consciousness fled. When Olivia Ashmead 
entered the room, at Gaudia's hasty summons, 
she saw that there was to be no farewell for Iter. 
His dying words, his last look upon earth, had 
been given to the callous, self-centred woman, 
who had hardly cared to come for them ; whilst 
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for her — ^for her whose heart was breaking over 
his loss — ^for her to whom the world without 
him would be cold and desolate and empty — 
there had been nothing, not even a sign ! 
Olivia sank on her knees, and burying her face 
in the bedclothes, passed through moments of 
such mortal anguish as only a nature so strong 
and deep as her own could know. 

It did not, as may be imagined, take Mrs. 
Douglas Awdry very long to recover from the 
shock of her husband's sudden death. She 
managed, however, a most creditable show of 
regret. Her mourning habiliments were heavy 
with crape, and she even assumed a widow's cap, 
which she was happy to believe became her to 
perfection. And whether she regretted his loss 
or not, it is certain that Claudia felt more kindly 
towards the memory of poor Douglas now than 
she had at any time done since the day of their 
wretched disseverment. She had good reason 
to feel kindly towards him. In that last inter- 
view he had seemed to take all the blame of 
their parting upon himself; at all events, he 
had ofiered her no reproach ; and Claudia felt 
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that the death-bed reconcihation had been a 
satisfaction. A still greater satisfaction awaited 
her when the will was read. By that document 
she found herself endowed, in addition to the 
house at Dunham- Wold, with a most hberal 
maintenance, and further constituted sole 
guardian of her son's person, and joint trustee, 
with Captain Ashburton and another gentleman, 
of his property* 

As a matter of course, Clavermere Chase 
would devolve to Eustace on the attainment of 
his majority, and here, in the meantime, Claudia 
resolved to take up her residence. To her 
gratification, she had discovered that during the 
sixteen years of her absence great changes had 
taken place in local society. Most of her old 
acquaintances had disappeared from the neigh- 
bourhood ; among them her sister-in-law, Mrs. 
Julius Awdry, who had married a second time, 
and gone out to India with her husband. Some 
few of her former friends, too, were dead. Of 
these latter may be mentioned Mrs. Ashmead. 
It was now four years since Olivia had lost her 
mother; but she still occupied the old house, 
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together with a friend whom she had taken to 
live with her as companion. Since her asso- 
ciates, therefore, would be for the most part 
new, Mrs. Douglas Awdry entertained no doubt 
but that she would very soon be able to free 
herself in their judgment from any shadow of 
reprehension apropos of that long estrangement 
from her husband. She took, however, the 
precaution of at once dismissing from her 
service those two trustworthy retainers whose 
presence in the house had so greatly annoyed 
her on the evening of her arrival. 

Naturally, for the first few weeks of her 
widowhood, Claudia's attention was almost 
entirely engrossed with considerations and ar- 
rangements relative to her change of position 
and home. When, however, those arrange- 
ments had been completed, she began to turn 
her mind very anxiously towards the settle- 
ment of a question which had suggested itself 
to her in the very first moment when she had 
learned that she was hkely to become a widow. 
This question was. Should she now take steps to 
see again her firstborn son— or, at all events, to 
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what had become of him ? As has been 
shown, this estimable lady's maternal affections 
had proved to be of a warmer and more endur- 
ing nature than her marital ones. She had 
never forgotten the little Claude ; had never 
ceased to indulge the hope that some time she 
might meet him again. In Douglas's lifetime, 
however, she had been afraid to make the 
slightest inquiry respecting the child, lest such 
inquiry might lead to the discovery, on her 
husband's part, of this fiirther secret in her 
history, which she had kept back from his 
knowledge, whilst vowing at the same time that 
she had nothing more to conceal. For, in case 
of his finding out that she had been guilty 
of this additional duplicity, Claudia had trem- 
bled to believe that Douglas would not leave 
to her guardianship this second and, of course, 
more beloved child. 

Now, however, she was free. There existed 
no earthly authority which could, under any 
circumstances, interfere between Eustace and 
herself. The only dread whereby she was now 
exercised was that Claude's bringing up might 
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have been such as to render him an unfit asso- 
ciate for his brother, such as to cause her to 
blush for him as her son, should she decide 
upon claiming him, as she longed to do, even at 
this eleventh hour. In the end Claudia resolved 
to run the risk, at any rate, of writing to the 
Canadian lawyer to whom she had committed 
the trusteeship of Claude's three thousand 
pounds, and to inquire from him where Madame 
Vandeleur and her family were at present 
residing. Even should that little woman descend 
upon her now with the idea of further extortion 
(such a^ she had always suspected to have been 
the motive of that supposed visit of Madame to 
London), Claudia felt that she would be in a 
position to cope with her. Anyhow, the ex- 
peViment could have no very serious or terrible 
consequences, so far as she could foresee, and 
she determined to make it. Accordingly, 
about a month after her husband's death, Mrs. 
Douglas Awdry posted with her own hands a 
letter to Canada, the substance of which she 
had composed in her imagination hundreds of 
times during his life. 
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CHAPTER XXXTX. 

*I WILL MAKE YOU A PREDICTION.' 

Lady Brentwood had yawned several times 
into her handkerchief. Not that she was 
sleepy, although it was after dinner of a warm 
August evening. Madame was not a sleepy 
subject, and she had never accustomed herself 
to post-prandial siestas. She took her slumber 
legitimately in the night season, and even then 
let a modicum suffice. But she felt a little 
weary this evening — a little dull. Her husband 
and her sons had been absent all day shooting, 
and she had had no callers. It had been lonely 
for her, decidedly. Madame did not dislike 
the country — at least, she supposed herself 
sufficiently sensitive to the beauties of nature ; 
but she certainly did dislike loneliness and 
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monotony. She had not become Lady Brent- 
wood in order to bury herself alive. 

Although her own aims in life had, at all 
times, been her paramount consideration — to 
be pursued steadfastly, per fas et nefas — ^yet 
Marie had always taken a healthy interest in 
her kind Her instincts were eminently social, 
and her favourite employment was the study 
of humanity. Here at Longenvale there was 
little scope for this study, though such few 
objects as presented themselves for it were by 
no means unworthy of attention, and Madame 
felt inclined to hurry on the moment when she 
would be free to return to city life and a fuller 
existence 

Immediately after dinner Claude and Louis, 
in accordance with an arrangement made on 
the previous evening, had walked over to 
the vicarage to play croquet (that discarded 
game being then in full vogue) with Miss 
Eose Featherston and the two young Sten- 
houses. 

Sir John was still lingering over his wine, 
or, rather, over the * forty winks ' which he 
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sometimes allowed himself after a hard day's 
hunting or shooting. Presently, however, he 
came into the drawing-room, and, apologising 
for having been a little longer than usual in 
rejoining her, proposed that his wife should 
take a turn with him round the grounds. 
Marie assented very pleasantly. She did not 
blame Sir John for being fond of sport, and 
she had not even hinted to him that she had 
felt dull to-day during his absence. The little 
woman was too wise ever to find fault unneces- 
sarily or unjustly, and so to weaken the force 
of her displeasure when it should be righteously 
evoked. She reserved her strength to battle 
with substance, and did not waste it in fighting 
shadows. So far, she had never for one 
moment been out of humour with him ; and 
Sir John not only entertained the highest 
admiration of her mind and person, but con- 
sidered his new wife the best-tempered woman 
in the world. Kefreshed by his brief nap, and 
delighted with the success of the day (he and 
his step-sons had returned with a splendid bag, 
which Madame had examined with an affecta- 
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tion of much surprise and admiration), the Baro- 
net was in excellent spirits. 

' By the way, my love/ he observed, as 
they promenaded the shady avenue, her glitter- 
ing j&ngers resting upon his arm, ' that young 
Stenhouse is a comical sort of youth.' 

* Comical ? How so, mon ami ? ' demanded 
her ladyship, who knew that George had made 
one of the party of sportsmen to-day. 

* Well, he holds some most absurdly demo- 
cratic and socialistic notions,' laughed hei 
husband. * Absurd, that is, for a fellow in his 
position.' 

* Yes ? Explain them to me, those notions.' 
Sir John hesitated a moment. * I fancy he 

would not like them to be generally talked 
about at present. But he took pains to eluci- 
date his theories to me, so I don't know why I 
should not repeat them to my wife — in confi- 
dence, though, you understand ? ' 

* Certainly, my friend, I shall not speak oi 
them again. I wish, however, to hear.' 

*Well, I am afraid I shall make a very 
lame tale of it,' returned Sir John, ' for, although 

VOL. III. G 
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the boy really appears to be serious, I could 
hardly listen to him for laughing. But the gist 
of the matter is that this future earl considers 
that he has no right to inherit, or, at all events, 
to heepy the vast amount of land and property 
that is coming to him. He does not mean, so 
far as I can understand, to give up everything ; 
but he is bent upon making trial of a scheme 
that seems to me the wildest sort of Utopianism. 
Be^ however, considers the thing perfectly 
feasible, and so sure to be productive of happi- 
ness and success, that the example needs only 
to be set to have the whole country rising up 
in imitation. Poor George, he is very young ! * 

* And a little of a fool, n'est-ce pas ? ' put in 
Marie. 

* No, my dear, I should not call him that,' 
protested Sir John. * The lad argued his own 
case very intelligently. It is I who am too 
stupid to put it before you. But what he pro- 
poses, I believe, is to establish a kind of indus- 
trial commimity or association. The members 
are all to live together under the guidance of 
chiefs selected by themselves. They are to 
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carry on all sorts of industries, and to reap the 
profits, not in equal proportion, but in accord- 
ance with the skill or value of their labour. 
There is not to be either a community of living, 
exactly, nor a community of capital, according 
to the most rampant form of sociaUsm. It is 
to be something like a great joint-stock com- 
pany, of which members may have unequal 
shares but proportional dividends. The whole 
scheme is designed, so Mr. George declares, to 
encourage industiy, save labour, and destroy 
pauperism. For the life of me, though, I can't 
make head or tail of it,' confessed Sir John, 
laughing again. ' I have never gone in for the 
study of political economy in any shape or 
form ; but Louis, who seems to be well up in 
the subject, tackled the young enthusiast very 
cleverly with arguments on the other side. 
You should ask him to explain the scheme to 
you, for I haven't grasped it, that is certain.' 

' Nay, I don't require any more explanation 
of such imbecility, my beloved. I only wish 
to know what he proposes to himself to do 
with Westaxon Park. Does he not value it? 

a2 
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Does he design to give it up to a rabble ? to 
divide the land — to let off the house, perhaps^ 
in flats ? ' 

'•Eeally, I don't exactly know/ Sir John, 
replied, * but there is something of that sort, I 
almost believe, in his mind. The house plays 
some part, I know, in the scheme/ 

* Bah ! the boy is truly a goose/ 

* Oh, it will never come to anything but 
talk, you may be sure, my love. Of course it 
would be very annoying if there were the 
slightest chance of it proving otherwise. One 
can afford to laugh, because it is so certain 
that inheritance will cure him. Lord Westaxon, 
you will see, will be quite a different person 
from George Stenhouse.' 

*Yes, that I am very sure of,' rejoined 
Madame, in a curious tone, and with a series of 
significant little nods. ' John, my husband ' — 
she stood suddenly still — ' I am going now to 
make you a confidence in my turn ; but you 
must promise first, on the honour of a gentle- 
man, that you will not breathe a syllable of it, 
even into the ground where the reeds may 
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come up to whisper the secret, until I give you 
permission.' (Madame's self-education, it will 
be seen, had not stopped short of the classics — 
or, at any rate, of the classical dictionary. 

Sir John looked a little surprised, but gave 
at once the promise required of him. * Of course, 
dear Marie, I should not think of repeating any- 
thing you desired me not to speak of.' 

*Then I will make you a prediction,' she 
said, her eyes kindling, as they invariably did 
under excitement. * George Stenhouse will 
never inherit Westaxon Part He will never 
be Lord Westaxon.' 

' My dear, what do you mean ? ' exclaimed 
Sir John- 

' I cannot tell you all just now,' resumed 
Marie, ' I can only tell you a part. . . But was 
there not once another Stenhouse — a second 
son, older than young George's father ? ' 

* To be sure there was ! Hubert — the 
Honourable Hubert Stenhouse. But, Marie' 
— Sir John paused to scrutinise her face — *is 
it possible ? . . . Surely you do not know any- 
thing of him ? — of what became of him ? ' 
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' I think I do, my friend. Yes, I think I 
do ! I have seen him ; I have spoken with him ; 
I have eaten with him.' 

* Good heavens ! Where, Marie, where ? ' 

* In Canada ; at my old home in the back- 
woods.' Lady Brentwood nodded again her 
well-shaped head. In spite of a certain anxiety, 
she rather enjoyed her husband's astonishment; 
It was always a pleasure to Marie to produce 
an effect. 

' He is alive, then — actually alive ? ' Sir John 
retreated a few steps to lean against a tree. 

* No, no,' Marie replied, ' he is not alive. He 
died a great many years ago — nearly seventeen.* 

'Hal' The interjection expressed rehef. 
' Then it must be all right about that youngster's 
succession. But you said ' 

' It would be right for Mr. George, suppos- 
ing always that his uncle Hubert had left no 
children — no son! 

*And — God bless me! You don't mean, 
my dear Marie ' 

' I do mean it, my husband. The Honour- 
able Hubert Stenhouse was married, and he left 
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behind him a son. That son is living^ and when 
this sick man dies, he will be the lawful Lord 
Westaxon/ 

Overwhelmed with amazement, Sir John 
Brentwood remained for several minutes per- 
fectly silent. At the end of that time a troubled 
expression crossed his face. 

' But, my dear wife,' he asked, * why have 
you not told me this before? And are you 
quite, quite sure of what you say ? ' 

' Mon ami^ look at me I Do you suppose I 
am the sort of woman to make an assertion so 
strange, so important, unless I was quite sure 
of the truth of it ? ' 

Sir John shook his head. No, he could not 
entertain so absurd a suspicion. From this 
moment he felt no shadow of doubt but that 
the facts were as his wife had stated them. 
Still, her knowledge of those facts, and the 
reticence she had hitherto preserved about 
them, puzzled and disquieted him. 

Madame read his feelings in his ingenuous 
countenance. She laid her hand on his arm, 
and looked up to him with her brightest, 
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most bewitching smile. 'My dear John/ she 
quoted, with her piquant foreign accent, ' you 
must " trust me all in all, or not at all." You 
must believe that, since I have not told you 
this before, I had a good reason to with- 
hold it.' 

* Of course you had \ * The infatuated hus- 
band was subdued on the instant. He raised 
his wife's white but by no means small hand to 
his lips, and imprinted on it a respectful kiss. 
^ But do you know, ray dear,' he went on, ' where 
that unfortunate Hubert's son is to be found ? 
And can you not tell me something more about 
him — ^Hubert, I mean? How did you come to 
make his acquaintance, Marie ? You have ex- 
cited my curiosity, you see, my love,' he added 
apologetically ; ' I cannot avoid asking ques- 
tions.' 

' No, it is natural that you should ask,' she 
said gently ; ' and I only regret not to be able 
to answer everything you wish to know. Per- 
haps it was not wise to speak at all until I could 
do so fully. But I wished to prepare you a 
little, 'mon cheri^ for a surprise that awaits you.' 
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' Whatever you consider right to do in the 
matter, my dearest Marie, will be right, I am 
convinced,' acknowledged Sir John, obsequiously. 
' I conclude that the secret is one you have 
learned accidentally, or that you have been 
urged to keep?' 

Madame returned a little gesture which her 
husband took for assent. 

' But can you not at least inform me, Marie, 
where this heir is to be found ? ' he resumed ; 
'and why his claims have not been brought 
forward before?' 

' Yes, yes, I will tell you so much,' she 
answered after a moment's consideration. ' The 
boy could not advance his own claims, for the 
simple reason that he is entirely ignorant con- 
cerning them. When his father died he Avas 
only an infant of three years. But he has been 
brought up, my husband, by one who loves him 
dearly. He has been educated and cared for ; 
he has been happier a thousand times than he 
would have been if he had been given up to 
that wicked, cross-tempered earl who so hated 
his poor father. That is one chief reason why 
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all has been silent so far. Whilst his uncle lives 
the boy cannot enjoy title or estate — and those 
who love him wish to keep him till the last 
moment. Besides, of what use to disturb the 
last hours of a dying man ? And one has sup- 
posed the earl to be dying for years.' 

* But, Marie, this is a very foolish proceed- 
ing on the part of your friends/ (Sir John 
had arrived now at a settled conclusion in his 
own mind that the heir's protectors resided in 
America, and that it was there his wife had 
known them.) * I think you should write and 
teU them so. To have delayed so long pro- 
ducing this youth will give the whole thing, 
when it does come to light, a 'prima facie look 
of imposture. Of course I am perfectly satis- 
fied, my love, that you are far too clever a 
woman to have been deceived, and that there 
must, therefore, be some very clear proofs ^. 

' Yes, you are right,' interposed his wife. 
'The proofs are so clear, so strong and un- 
mistakable, my dear John, that no one can 
dispute them. Thus the delay has been in 
effect quite safe.' 



1 
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' But not very honourable or fair, dearest/ 
rejoined the Baronet. * Don't you see how 
cruel it has been to let that poor George be 
allowed all his life to look upon* himself as 
the rightful successor, and then at the last 
moment to find himself ousted by this unknown 
cousin, of whose existence he has never even 
heard ? ' 

' Chut, chut ! But have you not just been 
showing me that he does not value what he 
will be ousted from? That he proposes to 
make — how do you say it — ducks and drakes 
of the property ? Is it not, on the contrary, 
then, a happy arrangement that such imbecile 
nonsense will be put a stop to ? Also, is it not 
charming to reflect that the young man will 
not at all suffer ? ' 

Sir John shook his head. ' I am by no 
means sure,' he observed, ' that he will not 
suffer. And, without question, his mother and 
sister will suffer for him.' 

' Nevertheless, my husband, you will place 
yourself on the side of right and justice — is it 
not so ? You will help, if any help should be 
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needed, in establishing the claims of— of the 
true inheritor ? ' 

* Of course,' said Sir John, a little doubt- 
ftdly. 'One must always wish justice to be 
done ; but, dear me, what a commotion it will 
create in the neighbourhood I ' 

Marie smiled. 'True, one may expect a 
little excitement,' she assented. ' Do you, by 
chance, remember that Hubert Henry Stephens 
— Stenhouse, I mean to say, my husband ? ' 

*I remember him perfectly, and all the 
circumstances of his disappearance,' returned 
Sir John. ' I was about fifteen when it hap- 
pened. The poor fellow pushed his brother 
one night out of a second-story window ; but I 
am convinced that it was done accidentally, or, 
at all events, in the bhndness of passion, and 
with no intention of killing him. However, 
poor Hubert evidently fancied he had been 
guilty of murder, for he fled that same night, 
and was never heard of afterwards. Of course, 
he was searched for, although not at first, 
perhaps, so diligently as might have been the 
case but for the viscount's dangerous condition. 
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Xiord Westaxon's father was alive at that time/ 
he explained, 'and he was then called Vis- 
count Longenvale.' ! 

* I know/ said Marie. ' And since then he 
has been always a cripple.' 

' Yes. He was not, in the beginning, ex- 
pected to recover at all. But when it was 
found that he would live. Lady Westaxon in« 
sisted upon having her missing son advertised 
for and searched for in every possible direction. 
But it all proved in vain ; and, poor lady ! she 
was the first to feel sure, as, by degrees, every- 
body else came to do, that the unfortunate 
young man must have committed suicide. And 
the terrible idea killed her — that and the 
trouble about Viscount Longenvale.' 

' What a pity I ' commented Marie. * But, 
you see, he did not commit suicide. He only 
ran away to America; and now comes home 
his son to take his place. To you, no doubt, it 
all seems very singular, mon ami. But for me, 
I have known it so long.' 

* Ah ! that is the most singular part of it, 
Marie,' exclaimed her husband — 'how you 
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come to be mixed up in the aiFair. In all my 
life I never felt more amazed. One thing, 
however, this revelation makes clear to me. 
You know you never would explain to me 
exactly what you were doing in this neighbour- 
hood on that first occasion when I met you, 
my love. Now I understand. You had come 
to look at Westaxon Park in order to send a 
description of it to the boy's friends in America. 
By the way, is he a boy ? How old is he ? ' 

' Nearly twenty. No, he is no longer a 
boy ; but I always speak of him so. I have 
not said, however, John, that he and his friends 
were still in America, remember ; but I must 
entreat of you to ask me, for the present, no 
more questions. Very soon, I promise, you 
shall know all that I know.' 

* Very well, if you wish it, of course I will 
say nothing more,' was the obedient reply, 
* excepting to repeat my opinion that any 
further delay in letting these startling facts be 
made known to the Stenhouse family will be 
most unkind, and to beg you, dear Marie, to 
use your influence to prevent it. And, oh ! if 



^ 
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you would permit it, I should like to put just 
one more little question. You can answer it in 
one word — ^yes or no. Is the mother of this 
young man dead, as well as the father ? ' 

* Yes, she also is dead. Now let us speak 
of something else.' 
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CHAPTEE XL. 



A SUCCESSFUL EMISSABY. 



It was not very easy to find * something else ' 
to talk about ; or, at least, it was not easy to 
find any topic to engross their interest after 
the exciting conversation which it was now 
forbidden to pursue. One after another, each 
subject that was introduced — as the husband 
and wife continued their stroll in the gather- 
ing twilight of that sweet summer evening — ^fell 
flat at the end of a few moments' discussion. 
For, although tongues may be bridled, even 
the curb-rein will not hold in unmanageable 
thoughts, and the thoughts of both kept flying 
back to that discarded theme. 

Notwithstanding that, as we have said, Sir 
John entertained as yet no suspicions that he 
could have any close or personal concern in the 
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matter, the astounding news which had just 
been imparted to him had impressed him very 
disagreeably — indeed, almost painfully. He 
felt for the Stenhouse family, and especially for 
poor George, on account of the shock which he 
anticipated for them. But there was some- 
thing more in his disturbance than this — some- 
thing which he could not quite comprehend ; 
a sort of feeling as though mystery was abroad 
in the air — as though life was no longer so 
simple and straightforward a business as it had 
seemed an hour ago. The good Baronet did 
not enjoy being electrified in this fashion ; but 
he hoped that he should feel more comfort- 
able when he had had time to assimilate the 
intelligence a little. 

As for Lady Brentwood, while she managed 
to conceal the signs of it much better than her 
companion, she also was suffering considerably 
from inward perturbation. In that last question 
of his Sir John had placed his finger upon the one 
weak point in Marie's armour — the vulnerable 
spot where alone, as she believed, the darts and 
an'ows of a possible ill-fortune might reach her. 

VOL. III. H 
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In Claudia (whom Madame still pictured to 
herself as a delicate, ethereal-looking girl) lay 
her danger. Her existence it was, and not the 
motive she had expressed to Sir John (although 
that had by no means been without its in- 
fluence), which had kept her back, through all 
these years, from trying the momentous issue 
upon which she was now resolved to venture at 
once. 

But for certain chances that depended upon 
her, all would, indeed, have been plain sailing. 
Those chances, with their pros and cons^ Marie 
had gone over in her mind thousands of times 
before ; but once more, even whilst making an 
eflbrt to converse about other things, she was 
now passing them hurriedly in review. 

To her husband, Madame had stated that 
Claudia was dead ; but that was a thing that 
she only hoped devoutly Thight be true, not one 
that she knew to be so. A good many years 
ago now she had taken steps to learn something 
about ' Mademoiselle Estcourt.' She had written 
to her cousin (the young man who lived with 
her father on his httle farm), and had begged 
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him to make inquiries for her in Quebec. To 
aid these inquiries she had given him Mr. 
Estcourt's address and what other particulars 
she could think of ; and to encourage him to 
skill and diligence in prosecuting them she had 
enclosed a five-pound note in her letter of in- 
struction. Since, however, it would by no 
means have suited her purpose to have had her 
own whereabouts or circumstances known to 
her relatives, Madame had directed that the re- 
ply should be sent to 'Poste Eestante, Paris,' 
and she had actually crossed the Channel to 
fetch it. But by this proceeding the little 
woman had been rather caught in her own 
meshes. Her cousin's answer to her letter, 
whilst it had occasioned her decided satisfac- 
tion, had proved highly misleading. The fact 
was, that although, as a rule, perfectly abste- 
mious, her emissary had seized the opportunity 
afforded by an unwonted holiday and a flush 
of coin to get intoxicated, and in a state of in- 
toxication he had gone about the delicate busi- 
ness entrusted to him. The consequence was 
that he had sent Marie, as the result of his in- 

H 2 
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vestigations, the positively expressed informa- 
tion that Mr. Estcourt was dead, and the house 
he had lived in standing empty ; that the name 
of the gentleman Mademoiselle Estcourt had 
married was Witherby; that this gentleman, 
who lived in New York, had recently failed in 
business for an enormous sum; that he had 
run away from his creditors and from his wife ; 
and that the latter was then living in an attic, 
in a state of extreme destitution — the husband 
having lost, by his speculations and collapse, 
the fortune she had inherited from her father, 
as well as his own capital. This tale, which 
Marie, usually so clear-sighted and cautious, 
had at once accepted for gospel, had not been 
evolved altogether from the writer*s own con- 
sciousness. It had been pieced out, on the day 
after his excursion to Quebec, partly from actual 
details which he had ascertained concerninor the 
Estcourts, and partly from a melancholy story 
he had heard in a public-house, and which he 
had hopelessly mixed up with those details. 

Among her chances on the favourable side, 
then, Madame had always reckoned the possi- 
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bility that this destitute Mrs. Witherby — so 
unhappy in her circumstances, and so fragile 
in her constitution — ^might no longer be alive. 
But she had decided that it would be the safest 
plan for her to assume this to be the case, and 
to declare it as a fact. The data upon which 
the Westaxon title and estate were to be claimed 
would be quite independent of any attestation 
from the heir's mother. Madame held in her 
own hand proof of Hubert Stenhouse's marriage, 
and of the birth of his son ; also clear evidence 
(in his Canadian property ,. &c. ) that the boy, 
Claude, had been left in her charge. There 
would, accordingly, be no necessity either to 
hunt up his mother or the record of her death. 
In the event, however, of such a thing being 
attempted, there were the double chances — first, 
that the unfortunate Mrs. Witherby might fail 
to be found at all ; or, again, that she might be 
found to be in her grave. On the other hand, 
there was a possibility — a possibility which had 
always existed, but which had grown ' small 
by degrees and beautifully less,' until, after the 
lapse of all these years, Madame regarded it as 
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scarcely appreciable — that Claudia herself might 
take it into her head to seek ifor her deserted 
son. That she had not done so hitherto, Marie 
considered a strong presumptive evidence of the 
death she hoped in ; for although, as she was 
aware, Claudia had been ignorant of the rank of 
her first husband, and, as a consequence, of the 
rights of her child, yet there had been induce- 
ment suflScient (after her reduction to poverty) 
in that 3,000Z. to have led to the search in 
question. Eeduced to a minimum, then, all 
the danger that Madame could see ahead was 
the chance — a bare one — of a quest being in- 
stituted successfully by the Stenhouse family 
for the claimant's mother, and of the latter 
being brought over to face her. But in that 
event, in case the worst came to the worst, 
Madame had resolved to brazen matters out. 

How was Mrs. Witherby, who had only 
seen her child for a few minutes when he was 
little more than a baby, to know what he had 
grown hke as a man? How was she to get 
over the fact that the two boys had always 
known each other respectively as Claude and 
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Louis ? That the age of the one named Claude 
corresponded correctly with that of Claude 
Stephens Vandeleur (under which name she 
had made that deed of gift to him)? And 
again, among other things, how was she to cope 
with the incidental difficulty of Louis's closer 
resemblance to herself. Lady Brentwood ? 

No, as she thus reviewed the chances for 
and against the success of her approaching coup 
de maUre, Marie felt that the pros decidedly 
had it; and along with this conviction her 
wonted good spirits returned. 

' How delicious the air is this evening ! ' she 
exclaimed. ' But how the days shorten ! Al- 
ready it begins to grow dark. Figure to your- 
self, John, to-morrow will be the first of Sep- 
tember.' 

* Actually, yes ! Time has been walk- 
ing off in seven-league boots since we were 
married, Marie . . . Hello! there is Mrs. 
Featherstone.' 

The lady in question, who had just entered 
the lodge gates, which Sir John and Lady 
Brentwood were approaching from the inside, 
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held out, as she drew near, a fat httle hand, 
bare of glove. 

' I can only stop a minute or two,' she de- 
clared, in a voice as cheery and pleasant as her 
person. * I have just run over to present a 
petition on behalf of the young people, Lady 
Brentwood.' 

' Yes ? ' interrogated the latter, smiling en- 
couragingly, and waiting for more. 

' They are bent upon having a picnic to- 
morrow, if you will give your consent,' pro- 
ceeded the Vicar's wife. * Eose was told to-day 
by some friends from Marleythorpe, who rode 
over to call, that the proprietor of a little inn 
on the bank of Lake Eushmere — ^you have 
heard of the lake ? ' 

' I do not remember — no, I think not,' 
answered her ladyship. 

* Oh ! but you must go there, my dear,' put 
in Sir John. ' It is really a very lovely spot, 
right across Eushton Moor, on the other side of 
the mountain.' 

' About fifteen miles to drive,' supplemented 
Mrs. Featherstone. * But, as I was going to 
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say, the owner of the small inn there has set up 
two new boats on the lake, and the young folks 
are all agog, as George Stenhouse elegantly puts 
it, for a row.' 

* It would be very pleasant, I'm sure,' said 
Sir John. 

' Well, their proposition, to get it all out at 
once,' pursued Mrs. Featherstone, ' is this : They 
want us all — ^you and Sir John, Mr. Feather- 
stone and me, and of course the five inseparables 
— to drive over and spend the day there. Mrs. 
Stenhouse, poor lady, would hardly feel at 
liberty to join us ; but George and Madeline 
say we could have the waggonette from the 
Park, and that with a carriage — either one of 
yours or ours — ^would be ample accommodation. 
But there are the questions first of your ap- 
proval, Lady Brentwood, which I have promised 
to beg for, and secondly of provisions. Could 
a supply, I wonder, be got ready overnight ? 
The idea is to start pretty early in the 
morning.' 

*0h, about provisions there would be no 
difficulty at all,' rejoined Marie. 'I shall 
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undertake to provide them. And as for my 
anction, yes, yes/ she added amiably, ' I shall 
give it very readily. It will be a pleasure to 
see the young people enjoy themselves, will it 
not, John? and for my husband and me, we 
shall be ravished naturally to have for a whole 
day the society of yourself and Mr. Feather- 
stone.' A gracious smile and bow emphasised 
this polite assertion. 

' You are verj^ good, I am sure, to agree so 
cordially,' protested Mrs. Featherstone. ' Your 
sons were a little afraid that you might not 
perhaps care for it. But you see it will be 
such a quiet little afiair, hardly worth calling 
a picnic, when there are so few of us.' 

Madame smiled. 'Do my sons suppose,' 
she asked, ' that to be quiet is the aim of my 
life .? ' 

' No, no. I fancy they thought you might 
object to the suddenness of the arrangement. 
I objected to it myself at first. I wanted them 
to put it off until next week — rather selfishly, 
I must confess — because I am expecting some 
visitors then, and I thought it would be one 
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way of amusing them. But I could not get 
them to listen to me. They are like a set of 
impatient children, who must have what they 
wish for on the instant. To be sure/ she 
admitted, ' their arguments against delay were 
not unreasonable, viz. that the weather just 
now is so very lovely and seemed so settled, 
and again, Lord Westaxon's critical state. Of 
course, although they can scarcely be expected 
to mourn very deeply for a man who never 
allows them to enter his presence, the young 
Stenhouses could not go to a picnic after their 
uncle's death. I wish, however, it could have 
been next week, because of my visitors ! ' 

' Oh, we must find some other way amongst 
us of entertaining your friends, Mrs. Feather- 
stone,' said Sir John. ' Do they happen to be 
people that I know at all, if I may ask ? ' 

'Well, I should think not. They have never 
been here before. Sir John ; and, to tell the 
truth, I don't know them very well myself. 
The lady, a Mrs. Douglas Awdry, was at my 
wedding ; and her husband, who died, poor 
fellow, at the begmning of last June, nearly 
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three months ago, was a sort of connection 
of mine. It is not very nice of me to say it, 
perhaps, but really I am rather put out about 
Mrs. Douglas's advent. It is she who has in- 
vited herself. I only got the letter this morn- 
ing. She writes to ask if she may come and 
bring her son, a youth who is just a little older 
than my Eose, for a few days ; and she declares 
that she has a very particular reason for beg- 
ging the favour. So of coiu-se I have been 
obKged to answer in the affirmative ; though 
what her " particular reason " can be I own I 
am at a loss to guess ! ' 

' Perhaps,' suggested Lady Brentwood, 
smiling, 4t is that she desires to propose a 
match between her son and your charming 
daughter.' 

Mrs. Featherstone repudiated the sugges- 
tion eagerly. She had other views for her 
daughter, though she would on no account 
have admitted the fact. 

'My dear Lady Brentwood,' she remon- 
strated, ' Eose is a mere child — a mere child ! 
But I must really run away now. It is too 
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dark for any more croquet. . . . Then I may 
carry back your assent? They will all be 
delighted ! But what shall we arrange about 
catering? We should not care to eat at the 
little inn ; and besides, I feel sure they could 
not provide for us.' 

' Let the picnic, if you please, be mine — of 
ray giving, I mean,' said Madame, assuming 
thus, as a matter of course, the position of 
leader. 'I charge myself with the afiair. 
Trouble yourself no more about it, except to 
say at what hour you would like to start. And 
now send me home my boys, dear madam. 
You are too kind to entertain them so often at 
your house.' 
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CHAPTEE XLI. 



love's young dkeams. 



Lady Brektwood's cook had been up all night. 
She had roasted chicken and grouse ; she had 
manufactured game pies and pigeon pies ; she 
had tossed up all sorts of dainty trifles in the 
shape of sweets and confectionery. These 
tempting comestibles, the result of unflagging 
labour since nine of the previous evening, were 
all spread out, shortly after daybreak, on a long 
white dresser. When the other servants came 
down in the morning, they found the kitchen 
very hot, and the cook likewise. Nevertheless, 
although not remarkable for sweet temper in a 
general way, Mrs. Ashley, as her wondering 
sympathisers noted, had not, this morning, a 
grumble in her ! In spite of all that ' slavish 
work ' (and it was ' my lady ' herself who had 
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made out the list which demanded it) she was 
'just as amiable as you please.' 

The phenomeDon had a very simple expla- 
nation, if Mrs. Ashley had but chosen to give it. 
She had been put on her mettle by her mistress, 
and her mistress had amply rewarded her 
efforts and success. Before her fellow-servants 
had risen, her ladyship had visited the kit- 
chen in her dressing-gown ; and the generous 
meed of praise, the little smile, and the large 
douceur which she had left behind, had set 
cook's heart in a glow as bright as that on 
her face. 

In the absence, for the moment, of more 
weighty occupation, even the management of a 
little picnic had been hailed by Marie as a god- 
send, especially since the haste wherewith it 
had been planned had necessitated faculty and 
energy in the matter of preparation. For, as 
has already been stated, although she had not 
originated the notion of the picnic, Madame 
had at once taken the reins of the expedition 
into her own hands. Yet Mr. George Sten- 
house was actually under the impression that 
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he and the other young men were in command 
of the affair. 

' You leave it all to us, Mrs. Featherstone/ 
he had observed on the previous evening, with 
.the easy assurance of youth — ' we'll boss you 
through the thing all right, you'll see. Now, 
there'll be the waggonette,' he had gone on^ 
with the same innocent confidence in his own 
plans — * and Eose and Madeline, Claude, Lc»uis, 
and I ' (seven weeks' constant companionship 
had brought about this free use of Christian 
names), ' we shall go in that, with the hampers 
and things. Then you four elders, you will 
come on comfortably in a carriage, you know, 
and play propriety just as hard as you choose 
— only at a little distance, d'ye see? That's 
the notion.' 

Yes, that, no doubt, was Mr. George's 
notion ; and as the young people accorded 
therewith, he considered the matter quite settled. 
George was used to having his own way, and 
to meeting with passive submission on the part 
of ' elders.' Madeline and he could both twist 
their mother — a gentle, lazy, weak-willed 
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woman — round their little fingers without the 
slightest difficulty, whilst Eose Featherstone 
(their only child) found her parents almost 
equally phant. Lady Brentwood, howbeit, as 
George had already begun to surmise, in view 
of her sons' constant reference to her wishes, 
was a somewhat different personage. He was 
now to prove that surmise correct. 

When her ladyship came out to inspect the 
waggonette, which had been brought round to 
Norbreck Towers by eleven in the morning 
(that hour, on mature consideration, having 
been deemed early enough for the start), she 
decided that this vehicle would be amply large 
enough to contain the party. 

' Why, here is sufficient room for five on 
each side ! ' she exclaimed, * and altogether we 
are but nine. Decidedly we must go all in 
this. — Take out those hampers, Briggs, imme- 
diately. — One of you young men shall sit on 
the box ; then we shall not in the least be 
crushed. Mon Dieu I to divide the party would 
be simply ridiculous ! ' 

Thus, in the twinkling of an eye, Mr. 
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George's little plans were overturned. The 
order for the carriage was countermanded, 
and an old-fashioned sociable, which my lady 
directed to be brought forth in its place, was 
laden with the displaced hampers. 

' And now, if any one is a little naughty or 
ill-humoured,' she subjoined, smiling aflably 
upon young Stenhouse, 'we shall just banish 
him, don't you see, to keep company with the 
provisions.' 

No one, however, proved to be in the least 
ill-humoured. Conquered either by the smile 
or the threat, George pocketed at once all signs 
of vexation or incipient rebellion ; and before 
long he would have been quite willing to own 
that, instead of being a restraint upon their 
juvenile gaiety, the company of the seniors 
rather added to it. Lady Brentwood, in fact, 
turned out to be the life and soul of the party. 
Even with Rpse Featherstone by his side, 
George felt quite fascinated by her vivacity and 
beauty. Further, he felt gratefiil to her for 
having arranged that his place during the drive 
should be by the vicar's daughter ; and, his 
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interest on this cardinal point considered, he 
ceased to trouble himself any longer over his 
deposition from the dignity of * boss.' 

That Eose Featherstone was that * she * 
about whom Mr. George Stenhouse had waxed 
so enthusiastic on the occasion of their journey 
from Oxford, the brothers Vandeleur had long 
ago discovered. In the beginning, too, they 
had laughed ogether over the stipulation which 
their new friend had thought necessary to make 
with them, i.e. that they should not attempt to 
' cut him out ' in that direction. How absurd 
it seemed, both to Claude and Louis, that 
George should not have understood how impos- 
sible it would be for any one to look at Eose 
Featherstone whilst Madeline Stenhouse was 
by ! To be sure, Eose was a very nice little 
girl — high-spirited, good-tempered,obliging, and 
even pretty, in her rosy-cheeked, bread-and- 
butter style. But to compare her with Made- 
line! To fancy — ^and George evidently did 
entertain that utterly preposterous notion — that 
she was the better looking of the two ! What 
a taste the fellow must have ! Were brothers, 

I 2 



ii6 THE UNFORESEEN 

they wondered a little contemptuously, always 
so blind to the attractions of their own sisters ? 
But it had been only during the first week 
or so after their arrival at Longenvale that 
Claude and Louis Vandeleur had exchanged 
with each other such comparisons respecting 
the merits of the two young ladies, or such 
ridicule as to George's indiscriminative prefer- 
ence. Of late Miss Stenhouse's name had never 
been mentioned between the brothers, nor, un- 
less unavoidably, had any reference whatever 
been made to her in their private conversations. 
And this circumstance was all the more singular, 
considering that scarcely a day had passed with- 
out their spending more or less of it in her 
society. Truly, the parents of these young 
people had been allowing a very unconventional 
freedom of association betwixt them. At the 
most impressionable stage of existence, dawning 
man and womanhood, the three youths and two 
maidens had been enjoying, for now nearly 
seven weeks, an intercourse as close and un- 
checked, almost, as though they had been 
brothers and sisters. 
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Without chaperon or supervision, they had 
taken long rides together down sun-chequered 
rural lanes, with high hedges and luxuriantly 
overhanging vegetation, where only two could 
ride closely abreast, or over moors bright with 
the golden gorse. They had climbed together 
on foot the sweet breezy uplands, covered with 
heather and bracken, startling the rabbits and 
pheasants, or occasionally rousing a little covey 
of grouse, to set the fingers of the young sports- 
men tinghng for a gun. 

Then, again, in the evening, as though the 
morning's ride or the afternoon's stroll had 
not been sufficient, the five * inseparables,' as 
Mrs. Featherstone had called them, had met for 
archery practice in the grounds of Norbreck 
Towers, or for croquet at the Vicarage. 

No wonder that mischief had been the 
result ! What else could have been expected, 
but that the ubiquitous httle god of love should 
have been busy shooting his arrows at such 
tempting targets as those five innocent young 
hearts ? And, as a matter of fact, there was 
not a heart amongst them wherein a golden- 
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headed barb did not now rankle, kindling love's 
fire, that potential passion which 

Sweetens, in the suffering pang it bears, 
The aloes of all forces, shocks, and fears. 

Alas ! however, since the hearts were not 
even in number, it follows that, in one case at 
least, that wicked zephyr-winged Eros had been 
playing a cruel game. In whose case was it ? 
Certainly not that of George Stenhouse. His 
glances of admiration, as ardent as they were 
pure, met always, from the object to which they 
were directed, answering glances of coy satis- 
faction and delight ; his lover-hke sighs and 
boyish compUments (beyond this stage the 
courtship had not yet advanced) never failed to 
cover Miss Eose's dimpled cheek with a teU-tale 
blush. So far, then, as reciprocity of sentiment 
was concerned, the course of love was running 
smoothly enough with this very juvenile pair. 
Neither was it Miss Madeline Stenhouse who 
had to know in vain the * ecstasy of love,' that 
mysterious, all-conquering power which had 
changed her, in the space of a few brief weeks, 
from a child into a woman. 
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The victim of Cupid's cruelty was, of course, 
one of the young Vandeleurs. Both were in 
love with Madeline ; and, as yet, neither of 
them knew (with certainty) which she preferred, 
although Madeline herself knew it very well. 
The reason for this ignorance was, not that 
Miss Stenhouse was a coquette, who desired to 
keep both her lovers under thraldom, but that 
neither of them had ventured to put the ques- 
tion of her preference to the test. With each 
of these young men love had proved itself to be 
great by being modest. Neither could believe 
that he was favoured above the other. Neither 
could credit himself with worth or attractive- 
ness sufficient to entitle him to aspire to Made- 
line Stenhouse's hand. 

But this was not all. Neither brother 
could bear that the other should suffer disap- 
pointment and pain. Neither could endure to 
seek his own happiness at the expense of the 
other's. The position was, indeed, a most 
painful one. For the first time in their lives 
a chill of restraint had come over their inter- 
course, and there were moments when the 
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* green-eyed monster' jealousy threatened to 
breed mischief between them. But those mo- 
ments were rare, and the mischief did not pro- 
gress. No, even rivalry in love — even the force 
of the great master passion, which is supposed, 
when it takes possession of a man, to overwhelm 
all considerations of friendship or justice — not 
even that could triumph over the long-tried, 
beautiful, unselfish devotion which bound these 
two young men together. There are other loves, 
whatever the poet may sing, as holy and, where 
they truly exist, even as potent as that which, 
far excellence^ bears the name* In the case 
of Claude and Louis Vandeleur this truth had 
found illustration. Even in the matter of their 
love-suit they could not seek each his own. 
Tacitly they had given each other the strictest 
fair play. They had taken it by turns (though 
never a word had been spoken on the subject) 
to enjoy such privileges as having Madeline for 
a partner in their games, or such opportunities 
as presented themselves for solitary intercourse 
during their walks or rides. Now, this morning 
of the picnic, by all reasonable reckoning, it 
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was Louis's turn to take what gifts the gods 
might offer. Claude, on the morning of the 
day before, had walked with Madeline for fidly 
half an hour alone, whilst his brother had fallen 
back under pretence of botanising along the 
edges of the lane they were following ; and again 
in the evening he had had Miss Stenhouse for 
partner at croquet. Accordingly, when it was 
found that one of the young men was to occupy 
the box seat of the waggonette, Claude had 
been on the point of mounting thereto ; but his 
mother had called him back, and, in that grace- 
fully imperious manner which neither son had 
ever yet dared to disobey, had ordered Louis 
to take the place. Sitting there now, the poor 
young fellow knew that Madeline and Claude 
were side by side at the further end of the 
carriage. 

Were they talking to each other much ? he 
wondered. Were they sitting very close to- 
gether? Was Madeline pleased that Claude, 
not he, was her companion ? Sometimes Louis 
had thought — had fancied — but no, he would 
not indulge that idea. He would not even 
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look round to see how they were getting on. 
He would not make poor Claude uncomfortable 
by letting him suppose that he himself was 
euvious or unhappy. But how was the thing 
to end ? What were they to do in face of this 
miserable dilemma ? Looking straight before 
him with an expression of pain in his dark, 
handsome eyes, Louis revolved the question 
in his mind — little dreaming how soon and in 
what manner circumstances were to decide it 
for him. 
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CHAPTER XLII. 

AN EVENTFUL THUNDERSTORM. 

'Excuse me, Mr. Featherstone/ said Sir 
John, interrupting that gentleman in a re- 
mark, * but is not that the way to Fernbrook's 
FoUy?' 

The Vicar turned to look behind him in the 
direction indicated. 'Yes,' he replied, 'it is. 
Has Lady Brentwood seen the place or heard 
the story ? ' 

' No, I believe not ; nor, I think, have the 
boys. Hold on a minute, Briggs ! ' Sir John 
called to his coachman. 'I don't know, my 
dear, whether you would be interested to see 
a curious monument of folly and superstition. 
But, if you would, we could walk there in about 
four minutes, and I might tell you the history 
pn the spot.' 
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' To be sure,' acquiesced Marie, ' I am 
ready always to see what is curious ; and a 
history on the spot will, no doubt, be effective. 
Most certainly let us go/ 

They did not, however, all go. Mrs. 
Featherstone and both the girls had seen what 
there was to see more than once, and they 
elected to remain in the waggonette. Escorted, 
therefore, by the gentlemen alone. Lady Brent- 
wood proceeded down a narrow, grass-grown 
lane which ran off the road at this point, some 
five miles from Longenvale. 

Winding round to the right, the lane brought 
them, at the end of a few minutes, to a diminu- 
tive valley, surrounded by low, mound-like 
hills. In the centre of the open space, on a 
slight conical elevation, appeared a mass of 
broken-down machinery, a large iron wheel 
leaning out of the perpendicular, some upright 
posts supporting a pulley, over which depended 
a fragment of rusty chain. To the left of the 
elevation, as the visitors approached it, stood 
a row of cottages. 

' Why, it is a village ! ' exclaimed Madame. 
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* But/ she added the next minute, * a deserted 
one!' 

This was true. The cottages, eight or ten 
in number, were all uninhabited and fast falling 
to ruin. From one the chimney stack was 
gone; the door of a second hung loose from 
its hinges ; from each roof slates were missing, 
whilst the window-frames of all yawned vacant 
of glass. It was a picture of dilapidation and 
desolation. 

* But what does it all mean ?' queried Louis 
Vandeleur. ' That looks like the shaft of a pit 
— a coal-pit.' 

' It looks like what it is, then, exactly,' re- 
joined his step-father. 

' But is there coal in the neighbourhood ? ' 
continued the young man in surprise. 

* Not a fraction. All this, Marie, my love ' 
— ^the Baronet stood still and waved his hand 
around with a comprehensive sweep — ' all this 
is the fruit of a dream.' 

'How? NaturalJy, I do not understand,' 
she inquired. 

Sir John smiled at her air of astonishment, 
and proceeded to explain. 
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* It will be between sixty and seventy years 
ago now, I should think, since the madness was 
perpetrated,' he began. ' Mr. John Fembrook 
(my father knew the man well, and we shall 
pass his house — ^a fine old place — a mile or so 
further up the road), he was the doer of it. 
The fellow must have been cracked all along, I 
should say. . . . However, the story of this 
afiair is, that he, this John Fernbrook, dreamt 
six nights running that he saw a pit in this 
identical spot turning out mounds of coal 
every few minutes. Well, the di'eam impressed 
him to that extent that he felt certain it was a 
revelation, and he determined to act up to it. 
Tlie ground was his own — a little slice out of 
the Stenhouse property, you know, George — 
and he would listen to no one's advice. My 
father was a bit of a geologist. ... I remem- 
ber him telling the whole story many a time 
when I was a boy, and he not only tried to show 
Fernbrook, from his own knowledge, that there 
could be no stratum of coal here, but he sent 
for an eminent scientist to prove the same. 
But their arguments were of no avail. Super- 
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stition triumphed over reason. Poor Fernbrook 
got down a lot of miners, and began to sink 
his shaft. These cottages had to be built for 
the accommodation of the workmen ; and, as 
you may imagine, even the preliminaries of the 
business cost a fortune. Then, just as fast as 
the shaft was sunk, it had to be bricked round 
because of the water coming in. However, go 
on he would—though of course there was no 
sign of coal — until he got about five hundred 
feet deep. That is said to be the depth 
of the shaft. Then, all at once, the poor 
wretch gave in, and went home and hanged 
himself.' 

* Shot himself, I was told, Sir John,' inter- 
posed George Stenhouse ; ' but it comes to the 
same thing, of course.' 

' Only I believe that the other is the correct 
version,' resumed the Baronet. *A cousin of 
his came into the estate. But there was no 
money to keep it up, and he had to let the 
house. The cousin, whose name, too, was 
Fernbrook, is dead now also. He died intes- 
tate, and as there are two rival claimants whose 
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rights cannot be decided, the property has been 
in chancery for the last ten years.' 

' But could not some of these cottages have 
been let ? ' questioned Claude ; ' such utter reck- 
less waste of labour and cost seems pitiable.' 

* One or two of them were let in the begin- 
ning,' put in Mr. Featherstone ; ' a family of 
broom-makers, for instance, who now live at 
Longenvale, occupied one for some time. They 
had the right to gather heather from the hill 
above there, so they ought to have found 
the place very convenient. You know, Lady 
Brentwood, that has been the chief industry 
of the poor around these parts until lately — 
making whisks and brooms of heather twigs by 
hand. But machinery is superseding the hand- 
work now, and there's not much to be made of 
the business. The cottages, however, as I was 
going to say, might have been utilised years 
ago for this purpose, but for another supersti- 
tion, as bad, or worse than Fernbrook's dream 
— ^to wit, that the spot is haunted by Fern- 
brook's ghost. You've heard the ghost tale, I 
suppose. Sir John ? If not, let me refer you 
for particulars to old Cranstone and his wife.' 
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* Oh, I know ! ' laughed the Baronet, * I don't 
suppose, Marie, that }ou could bribe a soul in 
Longenvale to walk through this little valley 
after sundown for a thousand pounds.' 

* Bah ! ignorance and superstition, they 
go always together ; and your English country 
people, they are as stupid as the oxen and 
sheep,' protested her ladyship. ' Let me look 
down the pit — what you call the shaft, John. 
Is it really so deep as they say ? ' 

' I believe it really is nearly five hundred 
feet to the bottom, and it. is about two-thirds 
full of water, like a great well, you see,' 
answered her husband, holding the little 
woman's hand very tight, as, after climbing the 
grassy slope that led up to it, she stooped to 
peer downwards. There was no water to be 
seen, only perpendicular walls of brick, with 
ferns and grass growing in crevices near the 
top, but which seemed gradually to narrow^ 
like a reversed mill chimney, and to grow 
darker and darker until it ended in impene- 
trable blackness below. 

* Mon Dieii / it is a terrible place,' cried 
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Marie, drawing suddenly back, and clutching 
at her husband's arm with a shudder of horror. 
' Let us go away. I could almost figure to 
myself that there could come a ghost here,' — 
she laughed, but with rather forced merriment ; 
* all looks so weird, so grim, so deserted ; this 
machinery all wrecked, those cottages crumb- 
ling to ruins.' 

' Yes, it is a dismal sort of spectacle, truly,' 
said Sir John, ' and the name it goes by was 
well earned. But you are not really upset 
with looking down there, I hope, my dear 
Marie ? It is not like you to be nervous.' 

Lady Brentwood assured her husband that 
she felt neither nervous nor upset, and the 
party now returned to the waggonette. 

' We must come and have another look at 
this spot some time,' said Louis, as the three 
young men followed behind. ' I wonder you 
never brought us here before, George.' 

' Why, the fact is, I had forgotten all about 
tbe place,' returned George. * I have only 
seen it once before myself, and until to-day I 
never heard that history so fully. Whew, how 
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dreadfully hot it is! the hottest day we have 
had this summer, don't you think ? ' 

The day was, in truth, oppressively warm, 
and its heat now appeared to increase with 
steady intensity ; for the road, from this point, 
lay quite unsheltered from the sun's vertical 
rays It was, moreover, a very bad road for 
the horses, being all up and down hill ; and 
although only fifteen miles from Longenvale, it 
was nearly two o'clock before the little com- 
pany of pleasure-seekers reached its destination. 
This was a secluded little dale in the border- 
land of another county. A sheet of water, a 
mile in length and about a fourth part that 
width, followed the windings of the small, 
well- wooded valley in a tortuous shape re 
sembling the letter S. At one end of the lake 
stood a rustic sort of inn, which was likewise 
a farmhouse, whilst, at a short distance beyond, 
a tiny hamlet nestled among the trees 

Horses and carriages having been put up at 
the inn, the first business naturally was to eat. 
An appropriate situation being found, accord- 
ingly, Lady Brentwood's capital luncheon was 
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spread out upon the ground, to the eliciting 
of many exclamations of surprise from Mrs. 
Featherstone. 'How upon earth you have 
managed to do the thing in this first-rate style, 
on so short a notice, my dear Lady Brentwood, 
I really cannot conceive,' she protested. *If 
there had been a week for preparation my cook 
could not have come up to it.' 

' Oh, mother always does whatever she 
undertakes in the best possible fashion,' ex- 
claimed Louis, regarding her with affectionate 
admiration, 'and there is no limit to her 
capacity. If she were commissioned to pro- 
vision the British army for a month's campaign 
at a single day's notice, you might depend upon 
it that the commissariat waggons would be up 
to time, and not a single thing miscalculated 
or forgotten.' 

'Chut, chut, my Louis, you are absurd! ' 
said Madame, turning from him a little im- 
patiently. She did not dislike his compliment, 
which, indeed, was of the sort she best appre- 
ciated ; but of late, though she struggled to 
prevent any exhibition of the sentiment, Marie 
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ofiten felt unreasonably irritated against this 
clever, handsome, and attractive younger son 
of hers. 

* Do you young people really mean to stick 
to your notion of a row?' inquired Mr. 
Featherstone by-and-by ; ' you'd find it hotter 
on the water than under this shade, a vast deal. 
If I were you, I wouldn't try it.' 

Not try it! when the row had been the 
chief event towards which the picnic had been 
planned? The elderly Vicar's advice was 
hailed with a chorus of reprobation. 

' Well, / shall be out of it, at any rate, if 
you will excuse me,' said Sir John. ' I hardly 
like to own to such an unmanly complaint, but 
the truth of the matter is that this heat is 
giving me a violent headache.' 

This acknowledgment drew forth, of course, 
the expression of much kindly sympathy, in 
which his wife took the lead. 

' Stay here and rest under the trees, by all 
means, mon ami^ she concluded. * I leave you 
in the charge of our kind friends Mr. and Mrs* 
Featherstone. For my part, I can bear very 
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well the heat, and I shall accompany the water 
expedition, and watch how our young Oxonians 
row.' 

To watch something in reference to the 
young people was certainly Madame's object 
in thus assuming for the time the responsibility 
of chaperon, but that something was not the 
young men's proficiency with their oars. And, 
indeed, 'in weather like the present, and with 
such a tub to manage as that in which alone 
they could all find accommodation together, 
any feats of aquatic skill would have been im- 
possible. 

Before they had reached the opposite end 
of the lake, even the stroke of the Oxford Eight 
was mopping the perspiration from his light 
brown curls and rather freckled brow. Very 
willingly, therefore, at Madame's suggestion, 
the young men brought the boat round under 
the shadow of an overhanging clifi*, and there 
rested upon their oars. It was a delightful 
spot to rest in. On the low clifi* above grew a 
cluster of trees, amongst them a large drooping 
elm, the graceful branches of which stretched 
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over and dipped towards the water, forming the 
most delicious of natural bowers. The placid 
lake was green with the reflection of bank and 
foliage, and it was at once agreed that if a cool 
nook could be found anywhere within an area 
of ten miles on this broiling afternoon, this was 
it. The girls took off hats and gloves and 
paddled their lingers in the water. The young 
men shipped their oars crosswise in front of 
them, and leaned over them chatting in con- 
tented idleness. Marie, with her usual tact, 
had managed to put her young companions 
entirely at their ease with her ; and when once 
she had started the ball of conversation be- 
tween them, she took little part in it herself, 
and appeared neither to be observing nor 
listening. 

It was not a very profound conversation 
to listen to, but what depth and meaning the 
commonplace remarks lacked was amply 
supplied to the recipients thereof by certain 
tell-tale glances whereby they were accom- 
panied. 'There's nothing half so sweet a^ 
love 8 young dream ;' and to those who were 
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dreaming that sweet dream, in a spot so ideally 
appropriate to it, time sped swiftly this sunn- 
raer's afternoon. No one — not even Madame, 
who, though she had not been dreaming love- 
dreams, had been engaged with ' thick-coming 
fancies ' of her own, guessed how long they had 
been gently rocking in that big clumsy boat, 
under the refreshing shade of the greenery 
above. 

No one seemed to have noticed either how, 
gradually, that green seemed to have grown 
more vivid, and the shadows deeper, or how 
the songs of the birds in the branches overhead 
had sunk first into a low twittering, and then 
into complete silence. 

Suddenly a dull, rumbling sound was 
heard. 

' Oh, Lady Brentwood, I am sure that is 
thunder ! ' cried Madeline Stenhouse, whose 
one weakness was an unreasonable and un- 
conquerable dread of a thunderstorm. 

There was no doubt that it was thunder- 
In another moment oars were in the rowlocks, 
and the boat was shooting out into the opea 
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lake. Then it was seen that in the direction 
whence they had come the sky was one mass 
of opacity, and that the black clouds — pall 
would have been the more descriptive term — 
were, sweeping rapidly over what remained of 
the clear blue above. 

' We must land quickly,' said Madame. 
* See, there is a church ! ' She pointed towards 
a low square tower, just visible round a bend 
of the lake at a short distance. * Doubtless 
there will be houses near, where we can 
find shelter. Now show us how you can 
row!' 

The young fellows bent their backs to the 
oars, but it was not easy to find a place along 
the shelving margin of the lake where the boat 
could be drawn up. Meanwhile that black 
pall drew nearer and nearer, eclipsing the light 
and changing the bright day almost into the 
darkness of night. As yet, however, not a 
drop of rain had fallen, nor had the ominous 
rumbling been repeated. The storm burst all 
at once, just as the boat had, at length, been 
pulled ashore, in a vivid flash and a simul- 
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taneous roar, like the sound of a thousand wild 
beasts let loose. 

* Eun, Louis ; run with Miss Stenhouse ! ' 
exclaimed Claude (Madeline had been the first 
lady to he lifted from the? boat); *i7/ look 
after mother.' 

* Oh yes, come ! ' cried Madeline, holding 
out her hand to him like a child in her 
terror. 

Louis took the hand, and the two ran 
together (the girl proving nearly as fleet of 
foot as the youth), making for the porch of the 
church, which was the nearest, and, so far as 
they could see, the only promise of shelter that 
offered itself. Arrived there, they found, how- 
ever, to their satisfaction, that the church itself 
was open, A woman, with a bucket of wat>er 
by her side, was kneeling on the pavement 
near the entrance, engaged in scrubbing the 
flags. She glanced up on their appearance, 
with a countenance of such dense stolidity that 
it seemed doubtful whether the crack of doom 
could have startled her, and, rubbing the soap 
on her brush, placidly observed, ' Storm's come 
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on suddent, haven't it? You be stepped in 
for shelter likely ? ' and without waiting for 
an answer, resumed her work in the midst of 
another deafening crash. 

* Oh, don't stand near the door! ' entreated 
poor frightened Madeline, still clinging to 
Louis's hand, and drawing him after her down 
the aisle until they reached a pew in the 
furthermost corner, into which she dived. The 
pew was one of those old-fashioned boxes, like 
sheep-pens, which are fast becoming extinct 
even in the most out-of-the-way country 
churches. It was boarded round to the height 
of five feet, so that a male sheep might shimber 
there peaceably, disturbed by no fear of that 
shame which follows detection from the shep- 
herd's eye, whilst his partner could amuse 
herself in any way she chose, excepting in 
studying the fit of her neighbour's bonnet. 

• 

* You are not wet, are you, Madeline ? ' 
asked Louis, seating himself by her as she 
crouched in a corner, and venturing to touch 
her dress. No, she was not wet to speak of; 
for only a few great drops, the size of half-a- 
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crown, had fallen before they gained the 
church. Now, however, just as he put the 
question, the floodgates of heaven were opened, 
and down poured the loosened torrent, pelting 
upon the roof, sweeping hke a deluge past the 
windows, and deepening the gloomy obscurity 
which filled the building. In concern for his 
mother and the rest Louis sprang to his feet 
again, and peered over the pew door to see 
whether they had arrived. As if to aid his 
search, the church was instantly lit up with a 
lambent flame more vivid than sunlight, in 
which every object stood out with a clear, 
preternatural distinctness, the painted windows, 
the old three-decked pulpit, the worn matting 
on the aisle, the harmonium in the gallery ; 
and along with that brilliant electric light came 
the explosion as of a terrific bomb-shell right 
overhead. The sound really was appalling. 
Miss Stenhouse uttered a cry of terror ; and 
turning, Louis saw that her face had grown 
ashen white. Before he knew what he was 
doing, he had thrown both arms round the 
girl, as though to protect her from her own 
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fears. Madeline did not repulse him. On the 
contrary, she nestled tremulously but con- 
fidingly closer in his embrace. Louis began to 
tremble himself, but not with fear. Madeline's 
{>olden head was close to his shoulder (her hat 
h id come loose, and she had laid it on the seat 
by her side) ; and when the next blinding flash 
came, with its accompanying discharge of 
elemental cannon, she turned her face and 
buried it against his coat. Then, how could 
the boy help it? Claude, everybody, every- 
thing else in the world was forgotten I His 
dark head stooped until it rested against her 
golden one. His lips slipped a little lower and 
touched her cheek. 

' Madeline ! Madeline ! ' he whispered. ' My 
love ! my darling ! ' 

There was no answer to the passionate in- 
vocation ; but neither was there any movement 
of shrinking or displeasure. 

' Madeline, I love you ! ' he repeated, ' I 
love you ! ' 

* Yes, I know/ she said simply. 

' And you ? Oh, Madeline, you ? ' 
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' / hve you^ she confessed. 

What more was needed ? The whole tale 
was told. That story which is as old as the 
hills, but as fresh as each new-born day. 
Those three words, the sweetest, the most 
potent in the language, had been spoken, and 
had thrilled through the listeners with just as 
soul-stirring an effect as though they had never 
been uttered or heard before. And to the end 
of time — so long as the earth or the race shall 
last — must not their deathless significance, 
their unfading originality, their inexhaustible 
power, continue the strongest force in human 
experience ? 

To the pair who had exchanged them now, 
those wondrous monosyllables appeared doubly 
solemn and doubly sweet, by reason of the im- 
pressive surroundings amidst which they had 
found articulation, which, indeed, had been the 
means of forcing them forth. For half an hour 
the storm continued unabated in violence, an 
aerial carnival of the wildest and maddest de- 
scription. Still nervous and trembling, but 
comforted by the sense of protection and refuge 
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afforded by those strong encompassiag arms, 
Madeline sat alternately listening to the boister- 
ous riot of the tempest and to the assurances of 
her lover that there was little or no danger to 
be apprehended from the warfare of the cloud- 
giants, the blazing and discharge of those long- 
reverberating and fearsome -sounding volleys. 
For one person killed by a thunderbolt in Great 
Britain, ffty^ he declared, met their deaths 
through ordinary street accidents, and Jive 
through sun-strokes. And yet Madeline was 
not afraid, was she, either of the sun or the 
streets? These statistics, which Madeline could 
not contradict, but which it is to be feared the 
young Oxonian (in lack of any positive know- 
ledge on the subject) had invented upon the spot, 
were certainly very reassmring. Nevertheless 
the girl could not rid herself of the awe, or even, 
altogether, of the terror inspired by phenomena 
which, despite all explanations of science, will 
continue to inspire such feelings so long as cer- 
tain emotions, the basis of the religious senti- 
ment, remain, as they bid fair to do, an 
. neradicable part of man's nature. 
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But at the end of half an hour it became 
evident that the storm was beginning to wear 
itself out. Already, for some time, Louis had 
heard sounds in the church which betokened 
that the rest of the party had found refuge here, 
and each moment he had been in fear lest their 
privacy should be invaded. Not another word 
had yet been added to that sudden mutual con- 
fession. The little love-scene had begun and 
ended, so far as speech was concerned, with 
those few sentences. Now, however, as he 
heard footsteps approaching, Louis stooped to 
snatch his first kiss from Madeline's lips. The 
next instant the high door of the pew was 
pushed gently open — the lovers started apart — 
and Lady Brentwood entered, followed by 
Claude. Upon neither of the intruders was 
that sudden movement nor the tell-tale con- 
fusion visible upon both young faces lost. Poor 
Claude cast a quick, inquiring glance from one 
to the other. Then his own colour went and 
came, and his eyes sought the ground. Lady 
Brentwood also, for one moment, lost her com- 
posure ; her lips pursed themselves tightly, and 
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her eyes flashed wrathfiiUy. But before Louis 
had time to perceive, or, at all events, to com- 
prehend those signs, they had vanished, and his 
mother was explaining how Eose Featherstone 
in alighting from the boat had contrived to turn 
her ankle, and how, in consequence, they had 
been delayed in gaining shelter, and had got 
rather wet. Very wet would have been nearer 
the truth, but Marie always put the best face on 
such matters. She put the best face, too, on 
the inevitable delay of another hour before it 
was considered possible for one of the young 
men to be despatched in quest of the waggonette, 
by which, on account of Eose's accident, they 
all returned to the inn and the anxious friends 
who awaited them there. At the inn, tea was 
partaken of, and Lady Brentwood and Eose 
provided with such dry garments as they needed 
The evening turned out gloriously fine, and on 
the return journey Louis occupied again the 
box seat. But he did not mind it now. He 
was thankful, rather, for the comparative 
solitude which gave him an opportunity of 
thinking over the unexpected issue of the 
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day — of trying to realise this new happiness 
which had fallen to his own lot, and which 
would have been so unspeakably rapturous but 
for the one sad drawback that his joy would 
involve his brother's grief. 



147 



CHAPTER XLIII. 

THREATENINGS OF THE UNPOUESEEX, 

* You will not sleep much to-night, I am afraid, 
my darling ? ' It was this same night after the 
picnic. Lady Brentwood had been in her elder 
son's chamber two full hours. The clock had 
just struck twelve, and she had risen at length 
to leave him. 

She had been telling him a story — a story 
so strange, so romantic, so inci-edible, that 
Claude Vandeleur had listened almost dumb 
with amazement. 'I cannot believe it! I 
cannot believe it ! ' he had cried several times 
in the beginning. But as proofs of the narra- 
tive had been piled up for his conviction he had 
grown silent — a sort of petrifaction stealing over 
his mind and senses — as he sat gazing at the 

L 2 
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little woman who was detailing to him those 
circumstantial particulars in a calm voice, but 
with eyes aglow with excitement. 

' Now I must leave you, my Claude ; I must 
say good night. Read again your father's diary 
when I am gone. Then you will realise all 
this better. But take care of the papers, Claude. 
Eecollect what your poor father said when he 
was dying : " They are worth milUons of dollars 
to my boy." I leave you the case for this 
night.' 

' It will be quite safe,' he replied. 

' But to-morrow morning bring it to my 
boudoir, (ao there directly after breakfast, and 
wait until I join you. Then we will arrange 
our plans, and to-morrow, to-morrow, my 
Claude, you shall claim your rights.' 

* Mother I ' ejaculated the young man, ex- 
tending his hands towards her, and repeating 
the word with a curious quiver in his voice — 
' mother ! ' 

Marie threw herself into his embrace. * My 
child, my beloved, how divine to hear you call 
me still by that name! You will love me 
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always, Claude, will you not, as if I was truly 
your mother ? ' 

' You are truly my mother* You must be ! ' 
he murmured. 

' Ah ! it is hard to believe otherwise, no 
doubt, for you ; but, for me, I have known it, 
you see, always. But what matters it, after 
all, my Claude, that there exists not the ties 
of blood, so long as one loves as deeply, as 
intensely, without them? I have felt incon* 
solable to reflect that some time I must tell 
you the truth. But now the time has come I 
will distress myself no longer for a reason so 
selfish. You will be a peer of England, Claude, 
and I — I shall see you happy ; that is enough ! ' 

Claude did not speak. 

' Yes, you shall be happy. You shall be 
great, rich, prosperous ! ' continued the little 
woman, still grasping his hands, but drawing a 
little away to contemplate him. ' And, Claude^ 
listen, you shall marry your cousin ! ' 

* My cousin 1 ' he gasped. 

' But yes. Madeline Stenhouse^ She is 
your cousin. And it will serve to reconcile 
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the mother. It will make matters more 
pleasant altogether for the family. Yes, you 
shall marry Miss Madeline. And now, my boy, 
good night.' 

Claude returned her embrace and her ' good 
night.' Then, without another word, he accom- 
panied her to the door, closed it after her, and 
softly turned the key in the lock. For a few 
moments afterwards he stood leaning against 
the wall close by, looking round the room with 
the bewildered air of a man awakening from a 
dream. Going back then to the table where 
Madame and he had been seated with a lamp 
between them, he took up one by one those 
important documents which she bad left for 
him to study, and carefully read them through. 
After that, he folded his arms in front of him 
and began to think — to think with such intent- 
ness, such eager fixity of reflection as he had 
never exercised in his life before. And the 
longer he thought, the more was his absorption 
and strain of mind evidenced by expression and 
action, by the knitted brows, the wide-open 
eyes fixed on vacancy, the long spells of almost 
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breathless immobility, the sudden starts and 
apparently unconscious movements which would 
follow upon the occurrence of some new idea 
or, perhaps, some fresh recollection. Once or 
twice the young man rose and paced the room 
with fitful, uncertain steps, to return again to 
his seat by the table and his statue-like attitude 
of engrossed meditation. 

All at once Claude Vandeleur awoke from 
his musings to find, with something of a shock, 
that it was broad daylight — actually seven 
o'clock ! Dressed as he was, he threw himself 
upon the bed, but only to toss and turn in a 
vain attempt to secure a few minutes' sleep. 
In less than an hour he rose, telling himself 
that a bath would be as refreshing as a sleep ; 
and having performed a rather deliberate toilet, 
and lingered for a time inhaling the fresh air 
from his open window, Claude stepped quietly 
across the corridor and entered his brother's 
room. Louis, who, though from a very 
different c^use, had likewise passed the greater 
part of the night awake, proved to be in a 
sound slumber. He started, however, when 
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Claude touched his shoulder, and sprang to a 
sitting posture. 

* Hollo ! old fellow, what's the matter ? ' he 
demanded. ' Is it late ? ' 

* Not particularly,' answered the other. 
' No, it wants an hour yet to breakfast time. 
But, Louis, I came to say something to you. I 
want you for a very special reason to go with 
me to some quiet spot — say Dunlop Moor — 
immediately after breakfast.' 

'AH right, my boy. But you look very 
grave and mysterious,' said Louis, smiling, but 
feeling somewhat uneasy the while. 'Is it a 
secret you wish to impart ? By the way, I was 
reading in some book the other day that if you 
want to talk secrets you should choose the 
middle of a plain as the safest place. I suppose 
that is your idea ? ' 

Claude nodded. *Your guess is correct,^ 
he rejoined. ' It is something of the extremest 
importance that I have to communicate to you, 
Louis ; and 1 wish to do so where there will 
be no chance of our being interrupted or over- 
heard.' 
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' Dear me ! ' interjected Louis. * You make 
a fellow feel rather queer. Couldn't you give 
us a hint as to what the coil is about ? ' 

' 1 cannot/ said Claude, getting off the bed 
where he had seated himself. 'Not a word 
until we are alone. And, Louis, mother must 
not know that we are going out together. She 
must not see us leave the house.' 

' Gracious heaven ! ' Louis stared at his 
brother now in unaffected amazement. *Are 
we going to hatch a conspiracy ? ' 

Claude smiled faintly. ' Mother is expecting 
me in her sitting-room this morning. She told 
me to be there directly after breakfast. But I 
must speak to you first, Louis ; I must speak to 
you first.' 

' So you shall, old fellow. I can see that it 
is something of consequence,' answered Louis. 
* We'll say nothing about the arrangement — but 
I shall slip out of the side door as soon as I have 
swallowed my coffee, and wait in the lane until 
you join me there. And now I'll get up ; for, 
by George, you have effectually murdered sleep.* 

The post-bag, which, as a rule, arrived just 
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as the family finished their first meal, proved 
this morning to be unusually well filled. There 
were two or three letters for Lady Brentwood, 
from aristocratic acquaintances with whom she 
kept up epistolary communication, and a good 
number for Sir John — some of them referring 
to business matters. Since his marriage the 
Baronet had insisted upon sharing all his cor- 
respondence with his wife, a proceeding in which 
she judiciously encouraged him. According to 
custom, therefore, Madame read over his letters, 
with appropriate comments and advice as to 
the replies. Leaving him, then, to answer such 
as required immediate attention, she betook 
herself above stairs to the daintily appointed 
boudoir which formed one of her own suite of 
apartments. A bright fire (the thunderstorm 
of yesterday had lowered the temperature con- 
siderably) was burning in the grate, and the 
room looked luxuriously comfortable. But 
Claude was not, as she had expected, awaiting 
her there. Madame repaired to his chamber in 
search of him. He was not there either. She 
peeped into Louis's room; that, likewise, was 
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vacant. Puzzled, and a little angry, she re- 
turned to her boudoir and waited for half an 
hour. Then she rang the bell, and inquired 
where Mr. Vandeleur was. The servant was 
not quite sure, but she believed that he had 
gone out with Mr. Louis. * Madame ' sent her 
to make ' quite sure.' The answer was, ' Yes, 
your ladyship, the young gentlemen went out 
together, by the side door, about an hour ago.' 

* With their guns .? ' demanded Lady Brent- 
wood. 

' No, my lady. It was Giles saw them ; 
and he noticed that Mr. Vandeleur had some- 
thing in his hand like a leathern case, he said. 
But no, my lady, they hadn't neither fishing- 
rods nor guns.' 

^ Thank you, Maria, that will do,' said her 
ladyship, calmly. ' It is of no consequence. 
What I required will do perfectly well when 
Mr. Vandeleur returns.' 

If this were so, however — if her son's un- 
wonted disobedience — this disregard, for the 
first time in his life, of her expressed command 
—were of no consequence, Madame's change of 
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aspect^ after the maid had left her, was some 
what unaccountable. 

Standing in the middle of the room, her 
hands clasped together and pressed against her 
breast, the little woman's face suddenly assumed 
that set and stony expression which has akeady 
been described as coming over it on one or two 
rare occasions of her life. It was a look that 
had hitherto been called forth only by the pre- 
sence of some imminent danger — some supreme 
diflSculty — some threatening obstruction in her 
adventurous career. It was the sort of look 
which a man's face might wear when he sets his 
back against a wall, clenches his teeth and fists, 
and prepares to do battle against terrible odds* 
Certainly there was alarm in Madame's air, as 
well as dogged resolution and courage. But of 
what was she afraid ? She hardly knew yet. 
But her instinct — that keen intuition which had 
never deceived her — warned her of quicksands 
ahead. And she had thought the road so plain 
before her — she had hoped it was so safe ! 

What was the meaning of Claude's conduct ? 
.How had he dared to show such flagrant dia- 
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respect as to break this appointment with her, 
and to do it without so much as an apology ? 
How had he dared, moreover, to go out with 
Ijouis, and to take that case with him, evidently 
ynih. the object of showing him its contents, 
and of communicating the secret which she had 
urgently begged him not to speak of to a soul 
until after their interview of this morning? 
This behaviour was so extraordinary, so excep- 
tional, that Madame felt it must be significant. 
But of what ? Of danger from an utterly un- 
foreseen quarter. Of danger from Claude him- 
self. Could it be possible ? That indeed would 
be an irony of fate — if he for whose sake she 
had been willing to risk and to dare everything 
— for whose exaltation in life she had schemed 
and laboured and yearned as ardently as for her 
own — ^if he should be the one to thwart her 
long-treasured project, and at the moment when 
it was ripe for success ! No, it could not be ? 
The idea was untenable, preposterous. The 
good genius who had befriended her all her 
days was not going to turn round suddenly now 
and write Ichabod upon aU her glory. She was 
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alarming herself unnecessarily at a foolish and 
empty presentiment. Thus encouraging herself, 
Madame sat down to reflect. What did the 
boy remember of his early life? Nothing of 
moment. She had tested his recollection many 
times, though cautiously, and had found that 
it carried him no further back than the voyage 
from Canada. As for Louis, he was two years 
younger, and Madame had reason to believe 
that he remembered little or nothing of their 
first days at the restaurant. What, then, could 
this sickening premonition of ill mean ? It 
could mean nothing. She must shake it off, and 
wait; Claude would retiurn soon and explain 
himself; and, in the meantime, she would go 
to his room and see whether he had really taken 
those precious documents out of doors with him. 
How Marie regretted now that she had allowed 
them to pass, even for one night, out of her own 
keeping ! Yes, they were gone, clearly enough. 
Claude had not a single drawer or repository in 
his apartment that was locked, but the case was 
nowhere to be found. 

Lady Brentwood had just concluded her 
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careful research when word was brought to her 
that Mr. George Stenhouse was below. Happy 
thought! she would despatch the young man 
in search of her sons, with such a message as 
would ensure their swift return. The morning 
passed, however, without bringing them. At 
luncheon time George looked in for a mo- 
ment to report, with evident disappointment, 
that he had not come across his friends any- 
where. Sir John and Lady Brentwood lunched 
alone. 

Afterwards, doing violence to her own in- 
clinations, and still struggling to keep at bay 
the wolves of fear that were howUng within, 
the valorous httle woman accompanied her 
husband for a long drive, with the object of 
paying a distant call. It was growing late 
when they returned ; but the young gentlemen, 
her ladyship was informed, had not yet come 
in. Marie heard them do so, however, just as 
she was completing her toilet for the evening, 
one which she had purposely made as regal 
and imposing as possible. They had gone 
straight to their rooms, and it was not until 



l6o THE UNFORESEEN 

the gong had sounded for dinner, and Sir John 
and she were seated at table, that they made 
their appearance. Sir John began at once to 
ply them with good-natured queries as to their 
truant-like absence of the day. But the young 
men parried his interrogations with such evi- 
dent embarrassment and distress that the kindly 
Baronet presently desisted in some astonish- 
ment and changed the subject. As for Madame, 
she did not, for a considerable time, address 
a syllable to either. But she observed them 
closely. She noted that Claude looked pale, 
jaded, worn, and so much older as the effect of 
it, that he might almost have passed for thirty. 
Louis's face, on the contrary, was flushed, and 
his eyes were feverishly bright, but not with 
a pleasurable excitement. Both youths were 
grave, and very plainly unhappy. Both, also, 
as their mother observed, carefully avoided 
meeting her eye, even when speaking with 
her. 

Of the fact that something was amiss there 
could no longer be any question. What that 
something was Madame was soon to learn. 
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' Mother,' whispered Claude, opening the door 
for her when dinner was at an end, * may Louis 
and I come up to you — to your sitting-room ? ' 
' Certainly,' was the reply. ' I shall expect 
you in five minutes.' 



\ 



VOL. Ill, 



M 



i62 THE UNFORESEEN 



CHAPTER XLIV. 

THE THUNDERBOLT FALLS. 

> 

It was not three minutes before a knock came 
to the door of her dainty little sanctum, but 
Madame was already prepared to receive her 
visitors. In silence she motioned them, with 
an imperious wave of the hand, towards two 
low chau-s standing on either side the fire- 
place. She had chosen a higher chsdr for her- 
self, so that, when they were seated, her face 
might be a httle above the level of theirs. The 
youths placed themselves, in passive submission, 
where she indicated ; but they appeared at a 
loss how to open the conversation, and for 
several moments a painful stillness reigned in 
the room. It was Madame who broke it at 
length. 

""Eh bien, Mr. Claude Stenhousel' she 
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began, with a satirical inflection of voice, ' one 
must confess that the knowledge of your rank 
has already worked marvels. Truly, I did not 
expect to be so very quickly made to under- 
stand that I had no longer any authority over 
my adopted child. However, one must learn, 
I suppose, not to dictate to a lord.' 

Claude hung his head, a hot crimson flush 
spreading over brow and neck. ' I have dis- 
obeyed you to-day, I know, mother,' he 
answered ; ' but I hope I may never need to do 
so again.' 

' Oh, as for that, I abandon henceforth all 
claim to obedience. Naturally, that is at an 
end. I only ask a little courtesy, my friend. 
Even an earl, you know, is bound to behave 
with deference to a lady,' she added, smiling, 
* and not to break his appointments with her — 
is it not so?' 

Claude glanced up swiftly, but his eyes fell 
again beneath the steadfast gaze he encountered, 
and he made no reply. 

*I presume,' continued Lady Brentwood, 
fingering, with apparent nonchalance, a mag- 
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nificent diamond cross which glittered on the 
bosom of her black velvet gown, ' that, since you 
have wished my son Louis to be present at this 
interview, you have confided to him your secret?' 

* I have told him everything. Yes, mother, 
I was obliged to tell him/ faltered the young 
man ; ' he was obliged to know.' 

* To be sure ; it goes without saying that 
the boy should be obliged to know what all the 
world must know immediately. Only, my dear 
Claude, you were just a little too impatient, 
if I may venture to say so, to communicate 
your honours. Your eagerness — but I will 
not reproach you again. Under the circum- 
stances one can pardon a little rudeness or 
forgetfulness. And what do you think of it all, 
my Louis? You will be inconsolable, I am 
afraid, to discover that Claude is not, as you 
have always thought, your brother.' 

* He is my brother — a dearer brother than 
ever! ' cried Louis. 

' If he allows it, you should say. My dear 
child, you and I, we must be a little humble 
with this future peer.' 
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'Oh, mother,' broke out Claude, * please 
don't ! please don't ! You cover us both with 
shame, because — because we both know.^ 

Marie grew pale as death, but she rallied 
her forces bravely. ' Shame ? You both know ? ' 
she repeated, slowly and interrogatively. ' May 
one inquire what this riddle means ? ' 

Claude gulped down a choking sensation 
in his throat. Despite the fact that he had 
detected her in an attempt to commit a glaring 
fraud — a terrible crime — it was like marching 
up to the cannon's mouth to be compelled to 
defy this redoubtable little mother of his. But 
Claude Vandeleur was capable of marching up 
to the cannon's mouth. 

* Mother,' he said, * I will begin by telling 
you something which I hope may prevent our 
having to dwell very long on this — this dis- 
tressingly painful subject. I will tell you some- 
thing that my father said to me when he was 
dying.' 

* Your father ? Mon Dieu 1 You were 

asleep when he died. Do you mean ' 

Madame paused to moisten her lips, which had 



i66 THE UNFORESEEN 

grown as pallid as her cheeks. ' Do you mean 
my husband and Louis's father? * 

'I mean your husband, mother, and my 
father,' was the courageous reply. ' Listen, 
mother. Until last night I thought he had died, 
poor fellow, in a state of intoxication. That is 
the reason why I have never repeated either to 
you or to Lou — to my brother, the strange 
things he said. I thought it was all the madness 
of drink, and I did not wish to distress you.' 

' Well f ' the monosyllable was not spoken 
in a loud or intimidating key, yet there was 
something in the sound of it that made Claude 
shudder. 

Nevertheless he went on. * But he was not 
intoxicated, mother. Either the cold water, or 
the conviction that death was approaching, must 
have sobered him. It is true that, at the 
moment when I first reached him, his faculties 
were confused, and that he seemed to be 
laboiuing under a very awful delusion as to 
what had caused his fall from the bridge. That 
part of what he said I will never allow to pass 
my hps. It was a shocking fancy ; but he knew 
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it was a fancy — he recognised it as a delusion, 
and he contradicted it eagerly. Unfortunately, 
however,' the young man pursued, still avoiding 
to look in his mother's face, ' the knowledge 
that he had been wandering in the beginning 
caused me to conclude that the rest of what he 
said, after I had drawn him out of the water, 
was also the result of aberration. But it was 
not so, and now I know it I ' 

* Well ? ' This time the interrogation came 
in a whisper. 

' Mother. I can repeat his very words. 

They were not many, for the whole dreadful 

scene, you know, was over in a few minutes. I 

bad only just managed to draw him up against 

that lock, where you remember you found us, 

when he caught hold of my arm, and gasped 

out, " Louis, I am dying ! listen, listen. You 

are Louis — Louis^ not Claude. Eemember, 

remember, you are my son and Marie's son, 

Louis Vandeleur. Do not take his property, 

Claude's. If you do, God will curse you, as he 

has cursed me and Marie, Poor Marie I poor 

Marie ! " Mother, those were my father's last 
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words. But until last night I had no key to 
interpret them. I did not even know, as you 
are aware, anything about the conditions of that 
trust money in Canada. I understood that the 
property was yours. Therefore it is no wonder 
that all these years I should have done my poor 
father so much injustice.' 

'Holy Virgin! You have not done him 
the injustice that I have done him.' Madame 
had risen from her chair whilst her son had 
been speaking, her dark eyes glittering fiercely 
in the white countenance which she bent over 
him. Now, however, her expression softened 
a little, and she threw up her hands, laughing. 
' No, my faith, you have not done him so great 
injustice as I. Why, I thought him a stupid 
man — actually a little bit of a fool ! Yet see 
how clever he was! Imagine to yourselves 
that, even in the moment of death, he should 
thus have concocted a plan for providing his 
own son with an inheritance so valuable. And 
think, Louis, how he must have loved you, 
since he dared absolutely to perjure his soul for 
your sake. And he so superstitious, too. Mon 
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Dieu I it seems incredible I ' Madame reseated 
herself, and added, laughing again, * But it is 
well, perhaps, that you did not tell me this 
before, for who knows, Claude, but that I might 
have been tempted by the suggestion to try 
hkewise to secure the good things for my 
Louis ? ' 

The two young men glanced at each other 
across the hearthrug, staggered for a moment 
by the audacity, the dashing courage wherewith 
the mettlesome Httle woman thus attempted to 
turn the tables. But the next instant Claude 
had recovered himself 

* Ah, mother, if that were all ! ' he ex- 
claimed, a vivid blush once more sujQfusing his 
face. ' But it is not all/ 

'Then let me hear all,' she demanded 
calmly. 

' I will,' he rephed, compelling himself to 
look at her now with a brave front, but with 
sorrow in each manly feature. ' I will tell you 
everything I have to tell, as plainly and briefly 
as possible. When you came into my room last 
evening, mother, and made that extraordinary 
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revelation, I felt too astonished and bewildered 
to think clearly. Yet, all the time you were 
speaking, I knew that something was wrong ; I 
felt that there was a mistake somewhere, though 
I could not see where. Directly you had left 
me, however, those dying words of my poor 
father's flashed back upon my recollection. I 
need not tell you how shocked 1 felt, or how, 
at first, I refused to credit the conclusion they 
seemed to point to. But, mother, I spent the 
whole night thinking — trying to look back into 
the chambers of memory.' 

He paused, hoping that this hint would suf- 
fice to draw forth some acknowledgment of the 
truth. But Madame only smiled, with a com- 
posure strangely belying the tumultuous seeth- 
ing of passion and terror within her breast, and 
asked quietly in French, ' Aprh ? ' 

Claude stifled a groan and resumed. * I have 
always been an easy-going, lazy fellow — taking 
things as they came, and never troubling myself 
to do much thinking of any sort,' he said. 
^ Especially, I have neither worried about the 
future nor been given to retrospect concerning 
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the past. But it is surprising how, when you 
set yourself seriously to the task of looking back, 
mother, things come gradually to remembrance 
- — long-forgotten incidents, which at first seem 
like dreams, and then, if you keep on stead- 
fastly thinking of them, begin to stand out more 
clearly, hke pictures. Dear mother, in the silent 
watches of last night one or two significant pic- 
tures returned to my memory.' 

' As for instance? ' queried Madame. 

' The most important began to grow upon me 
just after I had finished reading that manuscript 
again, mother — Hubert Stenhouse's history,' 
answered her son. * It is the picture of a man 
with dark hair, curly like my brother's, sitting, 
with a little boy upon his knee, by the side of a 
fire with great logs burning on it, and talking 
to him in a language which sounded to another 
little boy like gibberish. K I had never heard 
of your lodger in the backwoods, mother, if I 
had not read his sad story, I dare say that 
picture would have remained, as if drawn with 
invisible ink, on the tablets of a mind that is too 
heedless to be very retentive of impressions. But 
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the fire of circumstances has brought it forth, 
and — ^I appreciate its significance.' 

* Humph ! My poor Claude, you are evi- 
dently losing your senses. This sudden news 
has afiected your brain. But continue, if you 
have further imbecility to utter. I listen.' 

' Oh, mother, why do you force me to go 

on ? And why — ^why Mother, it is of no 

use ; I know that I am Louis Vandeleur, and 
that he is Claude Stenhouse. He knows it too. 
Mother, we remember changing names! 

' What ? ' cried Marie, losing her self-posses- 
sion at length, and quivering from head to foot 
as if from a galvanic shock. * What ? ' 

' Perhaps that is rather too strong a form to 
put it in,' pursued her son, ' but we remember 
the time when it must have been done. I recol- 
lect playing on board the ship in which we 
came over from Canada, and stopping suddenly 
in our childish game to hold out my forefinger 
for Louis to bite because I had called him 
Claude instead of Louis. And when I reminded 
him of it, mother, Louis remembered doing the 
same thing with me, holding out his forefinger 
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to be bitten ; and we have made it out that this 
was a punishment we had devised for mutually 
correcting a habit we had of confusing each 
other's names. Mother, do children, under 
ordinary circumstances, make mistakes about 
their own or their brothers' names ? Do they 
need to resort to such curious expedients for 
correcting those mistakes ? ' 

Madame returned to this interrogation no 
direct reply. During the course of her son's 
remarks, however, she had found time to con- 
quer that sudden panic, and to take herself once 
more under control of her iron will. ' Well,' 
she asked, ignoring his question, and putting 
one in her turn, ' have we got to an end of the 
folly now, or is there more ? ' 

' There is more, mother, if you insist upon 
it. He — how am I to speak of him? — My 
brother recalls also something which, now that 
we understand it, is as full of meaning, more 
so, indeed, than either of the circumstances I 
have just mentioned.' 

'Ah! Louis hkewise has his interesting 
reminiscences ? Well ? ' 
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* It is Claude who has compelled me to loDk 
back as far as I could to the beginning of my 
life,' put in the younger of the two youths, with 
a deprecating glance at his questioner. * And 
— this is my earliest recollection. A large 
bare kitchen, with two doors opposite to each 
other, and you coming in at one of them, 
mother, and taking me away from a lady on 
whose knee I was seated, and who had been 
crying over me. The lady was very beautiful, 
and she wore a grey hat, with a long drooping 
feather. I cried, too, when you took me from 
her arms, I recollect, and I wanted to go back, 
because her lovely face had captivated my young 
heart. I don't know where that kitchen could 
have been ; and I used to fancy I had either 
dreamed about the pretty lady, or that she must 
have been some one we had met in that board- 
ing-house where you once told us we had gone 
on our arrival in England. But now I believe 
that the lady who cried over me was my mother. 
Claude has shown me her likeness, and I seem 
to recognise it.' 

' No doubt you do ! ' burst forth Madame, 
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turning upon him a scathing glance of concen- 
trated rage and aversion, ' no doubt you do ! 
Louis Vandeleur, you are a knave. Claude 
Stecfhouse, you are a fool/ she went on, her 
unraised voice full of withering scorn. * You 
have always been a fool where he was con- 
cerned. As a child you would have given him 
your head to make a football of. Now you 
wish to relinquish everything to him. You let 
him carry away all the honours at college ; you 
let him take from you the girl you both love ; 
and, to crown all, you design to load him with 
your fortune, to abandon to him your rank and 
your title ! It is all a wicked plot. You have 
devised it between you, between a simpleton 
who has no soul, no ambition for himself, and a 
selfish sneak who would willingly grasp all. 
But it shall not be ! I tell you, it shall not 
be!' 

Neither of the young men spoke as this war- 
ciy was delivered, this gauntlet of defiance flung 
down at their unwilling feet. 

* And what do you make of m^ ? ' resumed 
the little woman, in the same low but terrible 
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tone. ' Am I, Lady Brentwood, to be proved 
an impostor, a liar ? Did you propose to your- 
selves, my brave young friends, to ruin my 
reputation ? to blow up a mine under my feet ? 
And, grand Dieu! did you suppose that I 
should tamely submit to it ? Did you suppose 
that, even if your reminiscences had any value, 
which I deny, I should permit myself to be 
conquered by them ? Bah ! you are making a 
mistake, my boys, with your dreams and your 
recollections. But granting, for an instant, that 
what you fancy could be true, would you dare 
to oppose me? Attend now to what I say. 
Eight or wrong, I stand to my word and my 
purpose like a rock. Do not, my children, 
beat yourselves, as silly birds, against that 
rock.' 

The young men still remained silent. 
Marie glanced from one to the other. Then, 
in imperative accents, she commanded : 

'Claude, fetch me instantly those papers 
which I entrusted to you yesterday. You are 
not yet of age, and for the present they belong 
to me.' 
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Claude did not stir. Louis, however (we 
speak of them still by the names they had 
respectively borne so many years), rose from 
his chair and flung himself eagerly at her feet. 

^ Mother,' he implored, ' let the whole thing 
drop, do let it drop ! Claude will never take 
the Westaxon title or estates, because he knows 
they do not belong to him. I wish they did, 
with all my heart ! He is worthy of them, or 
of anything in the way of position, though 
nothing of that sort could make him a greater 
or nobler fellow than he is. Ha ! how glad I 
am that I know any one so true, so honest and 
good ! I can never think badly of human 
nature whilst lie Uves to redeem it in my eyes, 

however shocked, or ' he paused abruptly, 

and resumed in confused haste : ' But I do not 
want the earldom either. I could not claim it, 
because — ^because, as you say, it would in- 
volve injury to you, mother. So let me call 
you '' mother " still, and let us all try to forget 
this unfortunate affair. I wish to Heaven, as 
I said before, that the rights were Claude's. 
(Oh ! how could you think that I should have 
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wished to rob him of them if they had been ?) 
But since they are not, I know that no earthly 
power can compel him to assume them. If 
you do not understand that, mother, you do 
not know him as well as I do.' The young 
fellow looked up at the white averted face, 
with its mask of imperturbable composure, and 
went on with an eflfort : 

* Therefore there is nothing for it, you see, 
but to drop this revelation into the well of 
oblivion. I remain Louis Vandeleur to the 
end of the chapter; Claude keeps his name; 
and George Stenhouse succeeds to the title. 
(Poor boy, it would have been a shame to rob 
him of it !) Then there is no trouble, nor — 
nor exposure for any one. As for the property 
in Canada, mother — if Claude will not take that, 
I shall make it all over to you by a deed of 
gift, and then you can do as you please with it; 
and, of course, you will remember that he is 
your elder son. Oh, mother, will you not con- 
sent to this arrangement ? ' he urged, extending 
his hands to her with a pleading gesture. * For 
all our sakes ? ' 
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By nature Madame was neither a vindictive 
nor a cruel woman. If she hated any one in 
the world it was this youth, whom she had 
planned to defraud almost from his cradle. 
But even against him, so long as he had not 
presented himself in the light of an intractable 
obstacle in her path, she had nourished no 
positive malice. This evening, however, her 
latent aversion had developed into active 
enmity, and she had resolved that it should be 
' war to the knife ' between them. Neverthe- 
less, she felt a little touched by his present 
generous outburst. She turned to regard him 
with a somewhat softened countenance whilst 
taking a rapid mental view of his proposals. 
If the worst came to the worst, by accepting 
those proposals (she knew them to be perfectly 
sincere) she could, at all events, place herself 
in safety from the storm of wholly unexpected 
danger which was lowering so darkly overhead. 
As a matter of course, she would not give up 
until the last moment ; but if in the end she 
should be compelled to relinquish her long- 
cherished designs (which would be like tearing 

N 2 



i8o THE UNFORESEEN 

the heart out of her bosom), if she must 
abaudon her proud dreams of securing a 
coronet for her son, at least she would be saved 
the double defeat of seeing that coronet on the 
head of this boy, whom she hated for out- 
rivalling him. At least, again, she would 
be saved from that other almost inconceivable 
horror which seemed to menace her — ^that 
something that meant disgrace and ruin to her- 
self, Marie, Lady Brentwood ! Ah ! surely that 
was an incredible, an impossible contingency ? 

'Louis,' she said at the end of a few 
seconds, during which these reflections had 
passed through her mind, ' you are a good boy ; 
you mean well. Bise and resimie your seat; 
then I will speak to you.' 

'Yes, Louis, get upl' broke in Claude, 
rising at the same moment from his own chair. 
' But, mother, let me speak. I have that to say 
which will settle this matter once for all.' As 
he spoke he planted himself full in front of her, 
on the skin mat, with his back to the fire, and 
folded his arms. Lady Brentwood stared at 
him, and, for the first time in her life, she 
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quailed beneath the power of a human eye, as 
she had so often seen others quail beneath the 
power of hers. Standing there, drawn to his 
full height, her son seemed to have grown 
taller as well as older. His attitude had a 
dauntless though not aggressive aspect, and his 
face was as full of dogged resolution, indomi • 
table courage, as ever his mother's had been. 
All at once the lioness recognised that her cub 
partook of her own nature in one respect at 
least. 

' Look here, this is what I have to say,' he 
resumed : ' at whatever hazard, at whatever 
issue as respects consequences, rigM shall be 
done. The Westaxon title and estate and the 
Canadian property all belong to Claude Sten- 
house, and Claude Stenhouse shall have them. 
We will not accept his quixotic offer of self- 
sacrifice, mother; you and I, his chivalrous 
renunciation of his own claims on our behalf. 
That point is settled. If I die for it, the truth 
shall be told. But, mother, if possible, you 
must be spared,' he went on in a different tone, 
and with the hot colour of honest shame again 
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mounting to the very roots of his hair. ' You 
are clever and inventive, and perhaps you can 
find a way of accounting for the fact that you 
have changed oiu: names and misled us about 
our ages. For Louis (I must keep on calling 
you so at present, old fellow) — ^Louis, of course, 
mother, must be the age you have caused me 
to believe myself to be. If you can see a way 
out of this difficulty, I shall be unutterably 
thankful. But to me — to me it seems as if 
there could be no way.' 

* And in that case,' panted Marie, * you sacri- 
fice me to him — eh ? ' 

' I sacrifice everything, no matter what, to 
the right, mother — to justice and honour,' re- 
joined her son. 

Lady Brentwood covered her face with her 
hands to think for a moment. 

When she dropped them she had regained 
her nerve, and something of her wonted 
dignity. 

*My children,' she said, 'you have taken 
up a false idea ; but I see that you are so madly 
possessed by it, that for this evening at any 
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rate it would be useless for me to attempt to 
prove its falsity. I shall prove it, however, 
and I only ask you to give me time to do so. 
I ask you to promise solemnly that for one 
week — just one week from to-night — you will 
do nothiog and say nothing about this afiair— 
that you will not even speak of it between 
yourselves. Will you promise me that ? ' 

' I will, certainly ! ' exclaimed Louis. * And 
I hope — I hope from the bottom of my soul 
that you may hit upon some plan for getting 
us all out of this miserable hobble.' 

* I promise also, mother,' added the other, 
after a short pause devoted to reflection. * A 
week will not signify, one way or other, in 
Louis's interests.' 

*Then leave me now,' she commanded. 
* Go down to Sir John, and make some excuse 
for my absence. I will follow you very shortly 
— ^in a few minutes.' 

' Merciful Heaven ! ' Directly she was 
alone Marie threw herself upon a couch and 
pressed her hands with a wild, despairing ges- 
ture against her temples. 'Merciful Heaven, 



i84 THE UNFORESEEN 

help me ! ' she murmured. ' Unless I find a 
way of escape from this gulf of horror, I must 
go mad ! K I could have foreseen it — if only 
I could have foreseen it ! That lie should be 
the one to defeat me — he, my son, for whom I 
have done it all ! Truly, this is a thunderbolt 
from the clouds. But I will not lose my senses. 
I will not be defeated. I will discover a way 
to conquer yet ! ' 

That night Claude Vandeleur awoke from 
his first sleep to find a small figure in a dress- 
ing-gown standing by his bedside with a hght 
in her hand. ' Claude, my darling, where are 
those papers ? ' demanded a gentle voice. 

'Under my pillow, mother,' answered a 
firm one. * And to-morrow they will be taken 
out of the house and deposited in a place of 
safety.' 

' Claude, is it possible that you mean to 
resist your mother ? ' 

It was possible, for he did it. Poor 
Madame, driven to desperation, tried, by turns, 
temptations glowing and sweet, smiles and 
flatteries, cajoleries, and threats. All to no 
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purpose. It was an hour of terrible trial — so 
terrible that through all his future life the 
young mau never lost the bitter memory of it 
— ^that midnight hour when the mother whom 
he had so deeply loved, as well as feared, sat 
on his bed and tempted him with visions of 
wealth, honour, power, hve ; tempted him 
through his ambition and his passion for Made- 
line Stenhouse, and through his consideration 
for herself, his mother, to join in the conspiracy 
which, with his co-operation, might still be 
sure of success. But the temptation did not 
prevail. Claude Vandeleur proved incor- 
ruptible. 

Mother and son desisted at length from the 
combat, both utterly exhausted, and the former 
went away conscious that she had played the 
only trump-card that remained in her hand, 
and had lost it ! 

But there was still a week. What would 
that week bring forth? And how, if defeat 
were indeed to be her doom — defeat at this 
moment, when victory had seemed so assured 
• — ^how would Madame meet it ? ' 
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CHAPTER XLV. 

A WEEK OF SUSPENSE. 

Five out of those seven days of silence and in- 
action that Lady Brentwood had stipulated for 
on the part of her reluctant foes had crawled 
away upon leaden steps. ' Short time seems 
long in sorrow's sharp sustaining.' It hardly 
needed the great student of human life and 
nature to tell us that, for who has not proved 
it through his own experience ? To Claude and 
Louis Vandeleur those sad hours had indeed 
seemed long. To Claude especially life ap- 
peared, for the moment, to have lost all worth 
or sweetness. His youthful hopes and aspira- 
tions had withered up as green herbage withers 
under the blast of the scorching sirocco ; his 
lightness of heart was gone, and his cheerful, 
genial spirits. The discovery of his mother's 
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intended perfidy, of her unscrupulous dishonesty, 
had stricken him to the soul with anguish and 
shame. His own loyal and upright nature re- 
volted against the crime she had meditated; 
and yet he could not but be moved by the 
thought that it was for his sake that the fraud 
had been planned. That his mother loved him 
with passionate devotion he knew. And young 
Vandeleur was not the sort of man to under- 
value love, even maternal love (though there 
are young men who hold that blessing cheaply 
enough I) And how, alas, had he been com- 
pelled to reward that love? What further 
grievous return for it might be required of him ? 
Already, his had been the eye to detect and the 
hand to arrest her in flagrante delicto. Must 
his, also, be the voice that should proclaim her 
moral turpitude to the world ? Must he be the 
means of degrading her in the eyes of her hus- 
band and of society ? Of tearing her from that 
lofty pedestal she had always occupied, as if by 
divine right — robbing her of the dignity and 
repute which were to her as the breath of life? 
His heart sickened at the prospect, the 
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cruel necessity which appeared to be bearing 
down upon him with relentless force. 

For, as yet, Madame had taken no steps, so 
far as he knew, to screen herself from the perils 
that threatened her. She had promised to prove 
that Louis and he were mistaken in their con- 
viction as to who was the rightful heir to the 
Westaxon coronet. The attempt, both felt, 
would have been worse than useless, but Madame 
had not made it. Neither — and this was the 
serious and alarming matter — ^had she laid be- 
fore either of the young men any plan or expe- 
dient whatsoever by which it would be possible 
to account for the damning evidence of pre- 
meditated wrong afforded by the exchange of 
names and the errors as to age recorded in 
college books and elsewhere. She had simply 
ignored any reference, by word or sign, to the 
subject of that eventful conversation recorded 
in the last chapter. 

From her manner, indeed, it might have 
appeared that Lady Brentwood had not only 
ignored but forgotten that conversation. To 
the sharers, however, of her secret, who knew 
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that such a thing was impossible, her stoical 
self-possession seemed to have in it something 
terrible. It was Uke the unearthly stillness 
which precedes a tornado or an earthquake. 
In her son's eyes, that outward tranquillity was 
as pathetic as though it had been a mask which 
covered features distorted by anguish and fear. 
And most truly it was a mask ! 

If only it could have been uplifted for 
an instant, others besides these two anxious 
watchers might have seen cause to pity the 
wearer thereof ! 

Fortunately — at least, the circumstance 
appeared opportune to each member of his new 
family — Sir John Brentwood was, at present, 
away from home. 

On the morning following that momentous 
interview in her ladyship's boudoir, the Baronet 
had received an urgent invitation from an old 
friend — ^Viscount Longstaff — to accompany him 
for a week or ten days to his shooting-box in 
the Scotch Highlands. Three other gentlemen, 
all of them well known to Sir John, were to 
make up the party ; and Lord Longstaflf had 
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ventured to send his respectful compliments to 
Lady Brentwood, and to beg that she vrould 
generously spare her husband for a short time 
to the old friends who had seen so little of him 
during the last few years. 

How ready Lady Brentwood was to spare 
him at this juncture neither her husband nor 
his proposed host could well have imagined. 
As a matter of course, she had not allowed the 
former to perceive what relief and satisfaction 
the invitation had occasioned her. She had in- 
sisted, however, upon his accepting it ; and 
half-willingly, half-reluctantly, Sir John had 
accordingly done so. 

After his departure, Madame had spent 
much of her time alone ; but she had appeared 
regularly at meal times, had refused herself to 
no callers, and had betrayed no disturbance in 
that marvellous composure of look and mien. 
As for Claude and Louis, they too had been 
leading, during these late miserable days, very 
quiet lives. At length Lord Westaxon was 
dead. He had died on the same morning that 
Sir John Brentwood had left home ; and since 
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then the young men had seen little or nothing 
of either George or Madeline Stenhouse. In 
the circumstances, however, as both felt, this 
temporary cessation of the close intercourse they 
had been enjoying with their friends was not a 
thing to be regretted. On the contrary, even 
Louis had admitted to himself that such inter- 
course, for the present, would have proved more 
painful than pleasant. 

Thus was wearing away that week of 
wretchedness and suspense. The sixth after- 
noon had come, and the two young men, whose 
strong mutual attachment had suffered no 
diminution through the knowledge that they 
were not, as they had been taught to believe, 
bound by ties of blood, were returning from a 
walk they had been taking in each other's 
company. 

Their way homewards led them past the 
lodge gates which formed the principal entrance 
to Westaxon Park. A wide carriage-drive, 
bordered by noble lime trees, wound through 
the midst of spreading park lands in its approach 
towards the house, which stood upon rising 
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ground nearly half a mile away. Owing to its 
elevated position the latter could be distinctly- 
seen from the gateway, and naturally the young 
men arrested their steps for a few moments in 
passing. 

Built under the Plantagenets, the mansion 
looked worthy to entertain kings and princes, 
an honour which it was historically reported to 
have enjoyed upon more than one occasion. 
The material of its constiiiction was red brick, 
darkened by time and overgrown in many parts 
by ivy which reached up to the tesselated para- 
pet siurrounding the flat roof. The broad 
frontage presented gables and oriel windows 
without end, with muUions and facings of white 
stone. It was with a thrill of strange excite- 
ment that the young fellow to whom the place 
belonged now gazed at it. Could it really be 
true that he was the owner of that fine old 
mansion, of this beautiful park, of an enormous 
rent-roll, and innumerable acres ? Could it be 
true that, at this very moment, his rightful title 
was not Mr. Louis Vandeleur, but Lord West- 
axon? Was it in that house that his father 
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had been born and had spent his youthful 
days — the poor father whose sad history he 
had read, and of whose shocking death in that 
far-away Canadian settlement he had heard 
from his companion? And behind those 
shrouding white blinds was it his father's 
brother who lay dead, that elder brother to 
whose evil temper all these mysteries and 
complications could trace their root? Louis 
felt as though he could stand there for half a 
day gazing and wondering and questioning 
within himself. How would it all come out at 
last ? Would his claims really be made known 
and acknowledged? And, in that case, how 
would his relations be affected with the aunt 
and cousins who little suspected that they had 
in him so close a connection? As regarded 
George, if the opinions he had so persistently 
professed were to be depended on, there might 
be no great difficulty. But Louis, like Sir 
John, felt by no means sure that these opinions 
would stand the test of succession to the rights 
against which he had so often declaimed as 
morally unjust, and already that test had been 
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applied. But if George could not be an earl, 
Madeline might be a countess ! Perhaps that 
fact might help in some measure to reconcile 
Mrs. Stenhouse to the truth, should the truth 
ever come to her knowledge. And if Claude 
adhered to his resolution of proclaiming the 
secret, even at the expense of compromising 
his mother's character (and Louis felt almost 
sure he would do so), then the truth must come 
to everybody's knowledge. Was it then pos- 
sible that sometime — sometime before very 
long — he might be living in that palace, with 
MadeHne as his wife ? She had loved him as 
plain Louis Yandeleur. But in that position 
he had had no right to aspire to her hand — 
how could he have had the audacity to 
acknowledge his love as he had done ! Now, 

however, now things would be different 

A sudden transport of joy and hope seized 
upon' the young man. Beyond the dark 
present he caught all at once a glimpse of 
Elysium plains stretching away into the far 
future, bathed in the effulgent glory of ' that 
light that never was on land or sea.' Averting 
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his face in order that his companion might not 
guess at the emotion which had set his heart 
beating high, but which he immediately tried 
to subdue as selfish, he moved away with the 
remark, ' Come along, old fellow ; let us get 
home and see if mother has returned. Perhaps 
she may have something to say to us now.' 

This was the nearest approach to any re- 
ference made by either of the young men to 
that subject which they had promised to hold 
in complete abeyance until the week was over ; 
but a little circumstance which had occurred 
this morning had awakened their expectation 
that Madame might, at length, be about to 
make a move of some sort. This circumstance 
was that her ladyship had ordered a carriage 
at an early hour to convey her to the nearest 
market town, distant ten miles, and that she 
had informed the household that business 
would probably detain her there until rather 
late in the afternoon. In what manner the 
business could have any connection with the 
burning question that was pending solution 
between Madame and themselves the young 

2 
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fellows could not imagine, but in their present 

> 

darkness of uncertitude they were ready to look 
for a glimmer of light in any direction, likely 
or unlikely. 

The lodge gates, by which they had paused 
for that passing survey of Westaxon Park, 
stood on the same road as the church and the 
Vicarage. 

A little beyond the latter, and just as they 
reached the comer round which lay Norbreck 
Towers, the young men met an open carriage. 

The carriage contained Mrs. Featherstone 
and two strangers — a stout lady and a pleasant- 
looking boy about sixteen. Some luggage was 
strapped on behind, and upon the box-seat, by 
the coachman, sat a maid. 

'Those will be the visitors, I suppose, 
whom Mrs. Featherstone has been expecting,' 
observed Louis, replacing, when the carriage 
had passed, the hat he had raised. 'But, I 
say, Claude, did you notice how that lady 
stared at us ? ' 

Claude had noticed, for it was quite true 
that the lady in question had honoured them 
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with a peculiarly eager scrutiny. Turning now 
to her companion, she laid her hand on her 
arm, and demanded, somewhat excitedly : 

' Mrs. Featherstone, who are those young 
men?' 

'Their name is Vandeleur,' returned Mrs. 
Featherstone. ' They are Lady Brentwood's 
sons ; and Lady Brentwood,' she explained, ' is 
the second wife of a close neighbour of ours.' 

' Yes, yes ; I felt sure it was he ! Dear boy, 
how handsome he has grown ! ' 

'Do you mean Louis VandeleurP' asked 
Mrs. Featherstone, in surprise. 

' No, I mean Claude, of course, — the dark 
one.' 

'Claude? You know them, then, Mrs. 
Awdry ? But Claude is not the dark one ; that 
is Louis.' 

' Nonsense 1 ... I beg your pardon, I 
mean you are mistaken. Yes, I know some- 
thing of them. . . . Hush, Eustace ; not a word 
at present ! . , . Mrs. Featherstone, I promised 
to explain, when I saw you, why I begged 
your kind hospitality for a few days. Well, 
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the reason has to do with one of those young 
men, with Claude Vandeleur. After I have 
seen and spoken to him you shall be told all. 
It is a strange story. Eustace knows it already. 
I dai:e say you may consider me to blame in 
the matter, when I have made my confession ; 
and in that case, you know, you can turn me 
out of your house at once. But ' 

' I beg you will not say such things, Mrs. 
Awdry,' interrupted her hostess. ' As a iriend 
of my sister Olivia's, you must know that you 
are welcome at the Vicarage.' Mrs. Feather- 
stone's tone, however, was by no means so 
cordial as her words. The good lady could 
never bring herself, she felt, to like or 
approve of a woman who had lived in separa- 
tion from her husband. 

' You must know Lady Brentwood also, I 
suppose?' she questioned, 'since you are so 
well acquainted with her sons.' 

Claudia laughed. ' Lady Brentwood I ' she 
repeated. * How amazing it does seem, to be 
sure ! I knew Madame Vandeleur as a peasant 
woman, in a cotton gown, though a remarkably 



A WEEK OF SUSPENSE 199 

superior person, certainly, for her class. But 
Lady Brentwood I ' — ^her face changed as she 
continued. * To think that she should have 
come to that, and all through my money I It 
is preposterous ! ' 

' Mrs. Featherstone looked at her visitor as 
though doubting whether she were in her right 
senses. ' Your money ? ' she echoed. ' What 
can you mean ? ' 

* Oh, I ought not to have said that until I 
could explain all,' rejoined the other, apologe- 
tically ; * but you will understand what I mean 
when I do explain. Now, tell me, please, 
about Claude. Is he a nice boy ? ' 

'Young Vandeleur is an exceedingly 
pleasant fellow,' answered Mrs. Featherstone, 
* and so is his brother. We know them both 
very well indeed. But it is you, Mrs. Awdry, 
who are mistaking their names, not I. It is 
the elder and taller of the two, I assure you, 
who is called Claude, the one with the blue 
eyes and light brown hair.' 

' Impossible I ' ejaculated her interlocutor. 
' His hair and eyes were dark when he was a 
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child, and, besides, I knew him in a moment 
from his likeness to . . . Good gracious ! can 
there be some meaning in this? An idea 
strikes me . . . Mrs. Featherstone ' — she drew 
forth her watch — 'at what time do you 
dine ? ' 

' At half past six usually. But it shall be 
earher to-day, if you would prefer it ? ' 

' Not at all, thank you ! No, don't let it be 
earlier. See, it is now just five — ^that will give 
me plenty of time. Mrs. Featherstone, after 
what you have told me, I cannot wait until 
to-morrow to call at Norbreck Towers. I must 
go there this moment ! Is the house far 
off?' 

Mrs. Featherstone strove politely to conceal 
her increasing astonishment. ' No, only a few 
minutes,' she answered. ' Philip shall drive you 
there directly the luggage is out of the sling.' 
(Though the ladies had not yet dismounted, 
the carriage had stopped some moments 
before at the Vicarage door.) 'Shall your, 
son accompany you? Or do you wish to go 
alone ? ' 
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Mrs. Douglas Awdry replied that she did 
desire to go alone ; and accepting with thanks 
the offer of the carriage, she kept her seat in it, 
and was presently driven off. Arrived at Nor- 
breck Towers, she gave her name, and asked 
pointedly for 'Mr. Vandelenr — Mr. Claude 
Vandeleur.' 

' Now I shall see ! ' she murmured to her- 
self, as she waited in the noble reception-room 
into which she had been shown. In a few 
moments there entered to her the taller of 
the two young men whom she had met upon 
the road. Mrs. Douglas Awdry rose and 
bowed. 

'I wish,' she observed interrogatively, 'to 
see Mr. Claude Vandeleur ? ' 

' Yes, madam. How can I have the pleasure 
of serving you ? ' was the courteous rejoinder. 
^Pray be seated.' 

Claudia took the chair to which she had- 
been motioned. 

' You^ then,' she questioned again, ' are Mr. 
Claude Vandeleur ? ' 

The young man blushed crimson. There 
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was something peculiar, it struck him, in this 
lady's tone and manner. (He had recognised 
her at once as the same lady he had seen 

in Mrs. Featherstone's carriage.) 'I yes, 

madam,' he faltered, in confusion, ' that is the 
name I bear.' 

' Oh ? And the young gentleman whom I 
saw in your company a few minutes ago, what 
name might h^ bear ? Mrs. Featherstone says 
he is called Louis ; is that so ? ' 

* My brother, you mean ? ' Claude was 
quite sure, now, that the visitor's manner was 
pecuKar. 'Perhaps it is with him that you 
wish to speak ? ' 

'I think perhaps it may be. But — one 
moment, if you please?' Claude had half 
risen from his chair. ' You, I suppose, are 
Madame Vandeleur's son ? ' 

' My mother's present name is Lady Brent- 
wood. Yes, madam, I am her son.' 

' Then you are the son of a — a very strange 
person, Mr. Vandeleur ! May I ask what right 
you have to the name of Claude ? Were you 
christened by that name ? ' 
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* Eeally, madam ! * The young man again 
flushed violently. *May I ask, in my turn, 
why you put the question ? ' 

'Yes, I will tell you. I have a tolerably 
good reason for putting the question, as I think 
you will acknowledge. Seventeen years ago 
Madame Vandeleur adopted a little boy, three 
years old at the time. The child's name was 
Claude Stephens ; but it was arranged that he 
was to take the surname of Vandeleur, and that 
he was to pass as Madame Vandeleur's son. You 
are aware, I can see, of these facts I ' 

Claude bowed assent. He felt too dismayed 
to reply in words. 

' A bargain of a monetary nature was made 
at the time, sir, with your mother — ^which 
appears to have turned out an amazingly for- 
tunate one for her,' Claudia resumed, glancing 
significantly round the room. * It will be ad- 
hered to, of course, until Claude is of age. But, 
Mr. Vandeleur, I am Claude Stephens's mother, 
and I wish now to reclaim the charge of my 
son's person. Your name, you tell me, is Claude. 
But you are not my son.' 
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* His mother ? * stammered the young fellow 
aghast. ' Why, I was told — ^I understood ' 

* What ? ' demanded Claudia. 

* I understood that his mother was no longer 
alive.' 

' Ah ! I see ! I was supposed to be dead ? 
I trust/ with satirical politeness, ' that I have 
not come to life inopportunely ? ' 

There was no answer. Young Vandeleur 
stared at her as though unable to comprehend 
the remark. 

* I am informed,' she went on, in the same 
sarcastic tone, *that my son's property in 
Canada is worth now nearly half a miUion 
sterhng. But that circumstance, I am sure, can 
afford no explanation of the very singular fact 
that I find my poor boy going by the name of 
Louis, while you, sir, Madame Vandeleur's own 
son, have taken that of Claude. Perhaps you 
will kindly supply the right interpretation of 
this phenomenon ? ' 

* Madam ' The unhappy young man 

had turned as white as a sheet. ' No wrong 
has been done to your son. He will tell you 
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SO himself. Allow me to bring him to you ? I 
will go and call him at once/ And without 
awaiting permission, he hurried from the room 
and rushed to the library where he had left his 
' brother/ 
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CHAPTEE XLVI. 

'THE TABLES ARE TURNED.' 

Lady Brentwood had reached home about five 
minutes before her sons. The latter, upon their 
entrance, had noticed a servant carrying tea 
to her upstairs, and had ordered some to be 
brought for themselves to the library. 

Louis was in the act of pouring out a cup 
as Claude rejoined him. 

' Here you are, my boy ! ' he said, without 
looking up, * Come and have some tea. Well, 
who was your visitor ? ' 

Claude accepted the tea and swallowed it 
before replying. 

' It was that lady, Louis, whom we saw in 
Mrs. Eeatherstone's carriage ; but her call was 
meant for you^ not me.' 

Louis looked up now. * My dear fellow,' 
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he exclaimed, * whatever is the matter ? You 
look as if you had seen a ghost.' 

' So I have/ returned the other, with a faint 
smile, ' though rather a substantial one. You 
must be prepared for — a surprise, Louis.' 

' Humph ! I am getting pretty well seasoned 
to surprises. The world seems to be turning 
topsy-turvy. But what is the new marvel ? ' 

Claude stepped nearer and laid his hand on 
his shoulder. ' The lady is waiting for you, 
Louis ; you must go to her at once. My dear 
boy — she says — how am I to tell you? — she 
says she is your mother' 

' My mother I ' ejaculated his companion. 
' What on earth do you mean ? You told me 
she was dead ! ' 

' Yes, but that appears to be a mistake. 
At all events, this lady claims ' 

' It can't be true ! Do you think it is true, 
aaude?' 

*I think it is. She knows all about you, 

and the Canadian property, and Yes, I 

think it is true. But go and judge for yourself ; 
only, for God's sake, Louis, protect my mother 
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from her, as far as you canl You will find 
that I have reason for urging this. Eecollect 
that until after to-morrow you are bound to 
silence upon certain subjects/ 

' As though I were likely to foi^et ! Couldn't 
you trust me to be careful for your sake, if not 

for hers? But come with me to Good 

heavens, I can't beUeve it ! Why does she turn 

up now^ after all these years ? And what 

name did she give ? ' 

'Mrs. Awdry. You know she married a 
second time. No, no, you must see her alone, 
Louis; but I will wait here till you come 
back.' 

'Very well; I'll go then. But, do you 
know, I have very strong doubts about this 
mother who seems to me to have risen from 
the grave at a highly suspicious juncture. But, 
as you advise, I'll go and judge for myself.' 
And with a shrug of the shoulders, which 
he had caught from Madame, he quitted the 
Ubrary. 

Distrust and suspicion were qualities na- 
turally foreign to this young fellow's nature. 



* THE TABLES ARE TURNED ' 209 

Recent events, however, had given them birth, 
as it is hardly to be wondered at, in his breast ; 
and it was with the consciousness that they had 
developed into quite vigorous existence that he 
now entered the room where the visitor awaited 
him. 

Claudia sprang to her feet, and advanced 
to meet him, both hands extended. ' Ah ! 
now I recognise my son!' she exclaimed. 
' This is Claude ! Dear Claude, what can I 
say to you ^ How can I hope that you will 
forgive me ? ... Oh ! will you not take my 
hand? May I not kiss you? I am your 
mother ! ' 

The young man did not respond. He had 
drawn back a step or two as she advanced, and 
now stood scrutinising her face and figure with 
an expression of very evident doubt. In the 
features of this stout, comely enough looking 
middle-aged lady he could trace no resemblance 
to the lovely, ethereal lineaments of that por- 
trait at which he had gazed with such varied 
emotions on the day when it had been first 
shown to him. 

VOL. III. P 
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' Do you not believe that I am your mother ? ' 
she demanded ; * you look at me as though you 
were not sure. Claude, I know that I have 
not been a good mother, but I have never 
really forgotten you ; I have always loved 
you.' 

' Will you please take a seat ? ' he begged 
with gentle courtesy. *I do not wish to be 
unkind, but, naturally, one cannot — you must 
understand that one cannot respond to a claim 
of so extraordinary a nature off-hand — with- 
out any proof.' 

* Proof! ' she interjected. ' Why, surely it 
is proof enough that I should come here to find 
you ? If you were not my son, what in the 
world could I want with you? How very 
ridiculous ! * 

The young man bowed. Declamation, in 
his view, was not argument. * Will you tell 
me, please, what your maiden name was ? ' he 
asked, drawing a chair opposite to that into 
which she had dropped. 

' Of course I will,' she replied. * It was 
Claudia Estcourt. Your father's name was 
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Hubert Henry Stephens. He persuaded me to 
marry him secretly when I was a foolish, igno- 
rant school-girl; and I did so without my 
father's knowledge. I was mad with myself 
afterwards for having been drawn into such a 
terrible mistake, and I never acknowledged my 
marriage. That was the reason, Claude — 
because I did not want to acknowledge it — 
that I had to part with you. But I did what I 

could to provide for you, dear ; and Oh I 

Claude, do try to forgive me.' 

Her son was staggered as much by her 
manner as her words. His suspicion of impos- 
ture already began to give way. ' Excuse me,' 
he asked, ' but in what town were you mar- 
ried?' 

*At St. Antoine. We went there from 
Montreal. My dear child, I did not expect to 
be received like this ! ' She raised her hand- 
kerchief to her eyes, in which there were tears 
of mortification and disappointment. * But I — 
I perhaps deserve it.' 

* Pardon me, I am very sorry,' he faltered. 
' I begin to believe that you must really be my 

p2 
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mother ; only — ^but, the fact is, I have seen a 
likeness which does not seem to resemble vou. 

And, besides, I remember But, of course, 

it is a long while ago,' he subjoined; 'and 
naturally, there must be considerable change/ 

'Oh, Claude, what is it you remember? 
Do you remember me coming to see you at 
that farm on the Beauport Hills ? Ah ! how I 
cried ! how I longed to be able to carry you 
away with me ! You were such a bonny little 
fellow. But I couldn't : I dare not ! ' 

' Did you wear a grey hat ? ' he interro- 
gated eagerly. 

' Let me see. Yes, I did ! I recollect you 
putting up your little finger to touch the feather 
— a long drooping feather. . . . DarUng ! Now 
you believe ? ' 

He had acknowledged his belief by rising 
from his seat and stooping to kiss her. * Yes, 
I do believe,' he answered. 'But I cannot 
understand. The reason you give for deserting 
me appears such a very insufiicient one. Will 
you explain more fully ? And, oh ! there are - 
such a host of things to ask,' he continued, his 
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colour rising feverishly with excitement. * Have 
you known all along where I was ? And why 
do you come to me now, after all these years ? ' 
'I will tell you everything, dear — the 
whole truth,' she promised. ' I will give you 
a little sketch of my history, shall I ? All that 
is important can be told in a few sentences, and 
we shall have plenty of time afterwards to fill 
in the detail.' 

To speak the truth had not always, as we 
are aware, been a failing with Mrs. Douglas 
Awdry. Nevertheless, she managed, on this 
occasion, to sail pretty closely with the wind of 
fact. She confessed, with a penitential air, the 
wrong she had committed in marrying Captain 
Awdry without informing him of her previous 
marriage or of the existence of her child. She 
told about the separation which had ensued 
upon Douglas's discovery of the first part of 
her secret, and how she had trembled lest, if 
he found out the second, he might rob her also 
of that other child who was naturally so dear 
to her — though not dearer, she vowed, than he 
should be, her first-born, her beloved Claude, 
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whom she had taken steps to find and claim on 
the instant that she had been able to do so 
without risk of the disaster alluded to. 

' But, now, no one can take you from me, 
either of you ! * she cried ; * and you must come 
home with us, Claude, to Clavermere Chase. 
Your brother will welcome you as warmly as I 
shall. He is a dear boy, is Eustace. You will 
love him when you know him ; you cannot 
help it. I brought him down with me here, 
and he is longing to meet you.' 

Her listener changed colour again. To be 
provided with a new brother, as well as a new 
mother, in this unlooked-for fashion, was un- 
questionably trying! The young fellow did 
not feel disposed to rush into the arms of either 
with that ardour which seemed to be expected 
of him. As regarded his mother — although 
she had thrown the best gloss she could over 
her own conduct, and had conveyed to him the 
impression that her late husband had been a 
ruthless, hard-natured man, and she a deeply- 
affectionate and suffering, though weak woman 
— ^yet she had not been able to blind him to the 
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fact that her notions of integrity and good faith 
were not his. As for the brother — against him 
he knew no evil ; but then, he did not want any 
other brother than that true and faithful one he 
already possessed. 

' You do not speak, dear,' resumed his 
mother ; ' perhaps you are wondering what 
sort of a home we have to offer you. Have 
you never heard of Clavermere Chase ? It is 
a splendid old place ; and your brother will be 
a great landed proprietor. ' He is always 
spoken of as " the young Squire." But I have 
a house of my own, Claude, and a good provi- 
sion, which I shall leave to you ; and, besides, 

there is your Canadian property Ah ! by 

the way ' 

' Excuse me interrupting you,' broke in her 

son ; ' but it seems to me Do you not 

know, then, who I am, mother ? ' 

* Who you are 1 ' she repeated in bewilder- 
ment ' What do you mean ^ ' 

* I mean who my father was ? You don't 
know that ? ' 

Claudia looked startled. *No, he never 
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told me anything about his family/ she 
answered, * excepting that he had cut himself 
oflF from them for ever. But — do you know 
anything, Claude ? How can you ? ' 

' I do, indeed, know something. How sur- 
prised you will be I But,' he caught himself 
up hastily, ' I cannot tell you anything to-day, 
or at all, until my mother — ^Lady Brentwood, I 
mean — gives me permission.' 

' &he give you permission ! That woman ! 
Claude, I want to know about her. She must 
be a wicked impostor — a thief. Why has her 
son got your name? And you — is it really 
true that you have been called Louis ? ' 

'I Lady Brentwood, I dare say., will 

explain,' he stammered. 

' Explain ! Indeed she shall explain,' cried 
Claudia. ' How old are you, Claude ? ' 

' Nineteen,' he answered, taken unawares 
by the question, and naming the age he had, 
until within the last few days, believed himself 
to be. 

'There!' interjected his listener in violent 
excitement, * I felt sure of it I It is a clear 
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case of conspiracy! They meant to rob and 
defraud you, my poor boy. Is it not well that 
I have come in time to find them out and 
defeat the abominable scheme? Claude, you 
are in your twenty-first year. Don't you see, 
don't you see, what they have been up to, 
between them, that precious pair, the mother 
and son ? ' 

' Hush, please ! ' — the young man half rose 
from his seat. ' Don't say a word against him, 
mother ; I could not bear it. He is the best and 
truest friend that ever lived. Ah, if you only 
knew him!' 

Mrs. Awdry shook her head impatiently. 
' But what do they mean by calling you Louis 
and saying that you are only nineteen ? Can 
you explain that? And when was it done? 
— ^I mean, how long have you been called 
Louis ? ' 

There was no reply. Utterly unused to 
falsehood or prevarication, the young man 
could only fidget in uneasy silence upon his 
chair. 

^ Where is Madame Vandeleur ? I must 
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see her instantly,' broke forth his mother. ' Is 
she in this house ? ' 

'This house is her home. Yes/ he ad- 
mitted, * I believe she is in. But must you see 
her just now? Let me go, then, and prepare 
her to meet you.' 

* Prepare her ? Good gracious, no ! ' Claudia 
sprang up as she spoke, and gave the bell a 
sharp pull. * That is exactly what I wish — to 
confront her before she has time for reflection, 
before she learns that I am here. I want to 
get at the truth, don't you see ? But, unfortu- 
nately, there is her son ; he will have told her 
already. How very vexatious ! ' 

* No, mother ; ' the word came out with a 
httle hesitation. ' He, my brother, promised to 
stop in the library imtil I returned there. He 
will not have seen Lady Brentwood, I feel 
sure. Shall I remain with you, or may I go 
now?' 

' Of course, you must remain, my dear boy. 
We must have everything cleared up about this 
woman's conduct, and I shall want your help. 
Ah, here comes the servant. Would you 
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kindly ask your mistress to step here?' she 
demanded peremptorily. 

The man opened his eyes at her tone. 
' What name shall I take to my lady, if you 
please, Madam ? ' he inquired. 

* She would not know my name. You can 
just say that a lady wishes to speak with her 
for a few moments.' 

' Well, upon my word ! ' she went on when 
the footman had departed. * It is enough to 
take one's breath away. Servants in livery ! A 
title ! A house like this ! How can the woman 
have managed it ? ' 

The * woman ' of whom Mrs, Awdry spoke 
in this contemptuous fashion was not long in 
presenting herself. Elegantly attired in her 
trailing black drapery, and looking ten times 
more ladyhke and distinguished than her visitor, 
she swept into the room with easy grace, glanced 
from Claudia to her son and back again. Then, 
bowing to the former, she observed in a pleasant 
tone, 'I don't quite recollect whether I have 
the pleasure of your acquaintance? My ser- 
vant did not bring me your name ? ' 
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Claudia hesitated for a second or two. 
Before Lady Brentwood's entrance into the 
apartment, she had been full of indignant sus- 
picion and resentment against her. She had 
felt, too, as though the little woman was entirely 
in her power, as though she had very decidedly 
got the whip hand over her. Now, however, 
in her presence, it was not easy to feel quite 
so satisfied upon this latter point. 

*Yes, Lady Brentwood, we have met 
before,' she rejoined, with nothing specially 
inimical in her manner. ' A long time ago, and 
under strangely different circumstances. But I 
recollect your face perfectly.' 

* Ah ! In that I fear I am not equally 
happy,' responded her ladyship, after a search- 
ing scrutiny of the visitor's countenance. * Yet 
I fancied that I never forgot any person whom 
I had met even once.' 

' Then you ought scarcely to have forgotten 
me. At all events, I should say there are not 
many people in the world whom you have more 
reason to remember. When I saw you — ^I mean 
when I s'poke with you last, Lady Brentwood, 



« THE TABLES ARE TURNED ' 221 

it was in a room very unlike this. You were 
then Madame Vandeleur, and I was— Claudia 
Estcourt.' 

Lady Brentwood started. Amazement, in- 
credulity, terror, depicted themselves in rapid 
succession upon her features. Taken by sur- 
prise, and entirely off her guard, she had not 
been able for the moment to command her 
expression. 

Claudia recognised the look of alarm ; for 
there is no sentiment or passion which writes 
itself in more legible characters on the human 
physiognomy than that of fear, and instantly 
her small soul grew elate with triumph. ' Yes, 
madame ! ' she exclaimed, ' I am Claude's 
mother, and I have come to claim my son. 
My advent is unexpected, I can see, and 
perhaps a little inconvenient ? ' 

'To whom.'^ To yourself? That is a pity. 
But pray resiune your seat.' Madame had 
already rallied from her shock. * Allow me 
iiow to examine your features,' she went on, 
placing herself opposite, * and, if I may beg it, 
will you both remain silent for a minute ^ ' She 
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waved her hand with a gesture of command, 
rather than entreaty, towards her adopted son, 
who had seemed upon the point of speaking, 
then fixed her eyes upon Claudia. 

For three full minutes not a sound was 
heard in the room. Claudia sat motionless, 
as though mesmerised by the power of that 
burning gaze, which, however, did not, after 
the first instant, appear to be resting on, but 
looking through and beyond her. And this 
was true. Though her eyes remained riveted 
upon her, Madame had ceased to see Mrs. 
Douglas Awdiy. In those three minutes her 
mind had been absorbed in an efibrt of swift 
and concentrated reflection. That short time 
had sufficed her to grasp the entire situation — 
to weigh and accept facts as they stood — and 
to take an irrevocable resolution. This resolu- 
tion was one over which she had been hovering 
for days, and it was of a momentous nature. 
The immediate effect of it was to blanch her 
cheeks and distend her eyes, then to restore 
her to the most perfect self-possession. 

*Now I comprehend who it is that you 
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profess to be,' she remarked smiling. *But, 
naturally, you do not expect me to take your 
word for it without just a little evidence ? If 
you are Mademoiselle Estcourt you must 
pardon me saying that you are very much 
altered.' 

* That may be/ admitted Claudia, whose 
chief foible was not vanity. ' Certainly I have 
not borne my years so well as you have. Still, 
you will find that I am the person I claim to 
be, madame.' 

' Yes ? I await, then, your explanations ? ' 
'Mine? It is not / who need to make 
explanations, madame, but youV cried Claudia. 
' I desire to know why my son's name has been 
changed ? ' 

Lady Brentwood shrugged her shoulders. 
' First show me, my good lady, that he is your 
son,' she said calmly. 'Eelate to me what 
arrangements were made respecting him.' 

* And his property y added Claudia, signifi- 
cantly ; * that will be easily done.' And with- 
out further delay, she proceeded to give such 
particulars respecting the private interview they 
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had held at her father's farm as convinced Lady 
Brentwood of her identity. 

* But why, might I inquire, did you not 
write long ago to your son's trustee ? ' she asked. 
' Then you might have learned earlier about the 
discovery of the iron, and the other fortunate 
investments that had been made with his money? 
When you were starving, for instance, in New 
York, Mrs. Witherby — though, mon Dieu! you 
do not look as if you had ever been in want of 
food ! ' 

Claudia stared. ' What do you mean ? ' she 
demanded. ' My name is not Witherby ; and 
" starving in New York " — how absurd ! ' 

' Ha ! Tell me who was the gentleman you 
married ? ' 

Claudia did so. 

* Great heaven ! And you have been living 
in England all these years?' Madame threw 
up her hands with a curious little laugh. * If 
only I had known ! ' 

' You would not have felt so safe, I presume, 
in regard to your scheme ? ' put in Claudia. 
* You seem to have been labouring altogether 
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under a good deal of misapprehension concern- 
ing me. In fact, I understand you believed me 
to be dead ? ' 

^ Ah, no I I only hoped that ; I was not 
^ure of it,' rejoined Madame, coolly. 

Mrs. Douglas Awdry turned to her son. 
' Do you hear that, Claude ? ' she exclaimed — 
' She hoped I was dead ! Now have you any 
doubt as to what has been the motive of this 
exchange of name ? So you designed, Madame, 
after enjoying the interest of my boy's Canadian 
property all these years, to appropriate the 
capital through means of your son? It was 
a splendid scheme.' 

* Not at all ! ' Lady Brentwood smiled 
affably. ' If that had been all, my friend, it 
would have been a very poor scheme. There 
was a great deal more in it than that, I assure 
you. Chu, chu; you are not compUmentary 
either to my intelligence or ambition ! ' 

' Oh, may we tell, then ? ' broke in Claude. 
' May I say who I am ? * 

* No, sir, you may not.' The little woman 
turned upon him, for an instant, with a fierce 
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red glare in her eyes. Her impulses were not 
naturally savage or murderous, yet it is doubt- 
ful whether, had a destructive weapon been at 
hand, the life of either mother or son would 
have been safe at this juncture. 

*No,' she resumed, forcing back the wild 
passion from voice and look, ' I must hold you 
to your promise until at least to-morrow morn- 
ing. Stay, let me think.' She raised her hand 
to enforce silence. ' Yes, now I have resolved 
it aU. Listen! Come here to-morrow,' she 
went on, addressing Claudia, ' at eleven o'clock 
in the morning. Then you shall know every- 
thing. You shall learn that it was not only of 
money that I designed to rob our young friend 
here, but also of very high rank. You shall 
learn that Miss Estcourt was somethincr of a 
fool in her young days. You shall learn who 
the husband was that that young lady was so 
ashamed to acknowledge, and what were the 
rights of the child she abandoned.* 

'But I must know that at once!' burst 
forth Claudia. *Why should I wait until to- 
morrow? Claude hinted that something had 
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been discovered respecting poor Hubert. I 
insist upon being informed all about it at this 
very moment.' 

' Ah ! you insist upon that, do you ? ' 
Madame confronted her with a set white face, 
but unflinching regard. * Listen again. The 
first time we met it was you who were in my 
power — it was 1 who conquered. Now the 
tables, it is true, are turned, I acknowledge 
myself beaten ; I confess that I have given up 
the game. Fate has proved too strong for me, 
and I yield. But I yield, if you please, in my 
own wav, and neither as an idiot nor a coward. 
Attend then. Before to-morrow, at eleven 
o'clock, Mrs. Awdry, not one syllable of fiu:ther 
information shall be given you. I will beg 
you, therefore, first to promise entire silence 
upon this subject until that hour, and then — I 
will bid you good afternoon.' She rose fi-om 
her chair as she spoke, evidently meaning the 
visitor to take her departure on the instant. 

Claudia changed colour and hesitated ; but 
unable to resist the imperious power of this 
strange little woman who thus arranged the 

a 2 
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terms of her own defeat, she replied sulkily, 
* Very well, I will go now, and I agree not to 
do anything in the matter until to-morrow^; 

but ' The pause was full of threatening 

meaning. 

' I understand. After that do your worst. 
Good afternoon.' And with a smile and a 
valedictory wave of the hand, the woman who 
owned herself conquered dismissed the other, 
who might have been supposed to be mistress 
of the situation, from the room. 
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CHAPTER XLVn. 



A LIVING GHOST. 



When the hall door had closed upon the visitor 
whose unexpected call had taken her almost as 
greatly by surprise as though, in truth, it had 
been paid by a denizen of the churchyard, 
Lady Brentwood mounted the stairs with dig- 
nified deliberation and passed into her own 
chamber. 

But once there, the mask of stoical com- 
posure fell from her face. The poor little 
woman threw up her arms with a gesture of 
wild despair to heaven. ' Ah, mon Dieu, mon 
Dim I' she cried ; 'e'en est fait; it is all over! 
I am lost ! ' Then, sinking into an easy-chair 
which stood by her bedside, she took her head 
between both ' her hands, clutching uncon- 
sciously at the thick coils of her hair. When 
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she removed them presently a long black lock 
remained in her right hand. In her intense 
mental anguish she had torn it away by the 
roots, without knowledge of the fact or sen- 
sation of pain. Madame gazed at the tress 
blankly for a few seconds. 'Am I already 
mad, then?' she muttered. 'No, no! There 
remains still an effort to make — something to 
be done. I must not — I will not, as yet, lose 
the reason. For the present I suffei' myself no 
longer to think.' As this resolute utterance, 
framed in her own tongue, passed in a whisper 
from her white lips, the relaxed fibres of 
Marie s intrepid nature recovered their tension. 
Eising, she crossed the room, threw the dis- 
severed lock into the fire, and proceeded to 
rearrange before her mirror the dishevelled 
coils which her maid had already dressed for 
the evening. That done, she began to pace to 
and fro across her chamber, and through an 
intervening dressing-room and bath-room into 
the boudoir which lay beyond, only pausing, 
now and then, in the restless walk, to pull out 
a drawer, or to open her escritoire, but without 
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fouching the contents, which she knew to be 
in perfect order, seeing that she had occupied 
her solitude of late in preparing for what had 
been a possible" contingency, but now was— 
something more. 

By-and-by the gong sounded for dinner. 
Lady Brentwood descended with her usual 
aspect, and not only sat at the table, but ate 
and drank with a fair appetite. (It is said 
that criminals on the eve of execution very 
commonly make an excellent meal.) More- 
over, she talked almost incessantly, introducing 
all manner of indifferent subjects to the two 
silent companions, who could only gaze at her 
in wonderment, and interject an occasional 
monosyllable into the lively and versatile mono- 
logue. How was it possible, Claude and Louis 
asked themselves, in dumbfoundered amaze- 
ment, that she could accept her position in this 
light-hearted fashion? They had feared that 
opposition, defeat, disgrace, would prove to a 
nature like hers utterly unbearable. Could it 
be that she meant to brazen the whole thing 
out with this easy insouciance? The young 
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men could hardly have told whether relief or 
dismay was the sentiment more prominently- 
awakened in their own minds by her conduct. 

On leaving the table Lady BrentwocwS 
beckoned her S9n to accompany her. He did 
so without a word, and followed her upstairs 
to her sitting-room. ' Claude/ she said, calling 
him still by that name which had become so 
closely associated with his personality, * I have 
letters to write. I shall not go below again 
this evening, but I have brought you up here 
in order that I might give you something. 
This is it.' She unlocked her escritoire, took 
out an object, and laid it before him upon the 
table. 

It was the leathern case which contained 
Hubert Stenhouse's papers. 

* Mother ! ' cried the young man, scarcely 
able to believe his eyes. * The case ! How- 
did you find out where it was ? How did you 
persuade the lawyers to give it up to you? 
Ah ! that is what you have been to town for 
to-day ? ' 

' Not entirely. I had another purpose also ; 
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but, yes, that was perhaps the chief one. I 
only discovered last evening where you had 
placed the papers, my son. I shall not tell 
you, however, either how I made the discovery, 
or how I contrived to gain possession of the 
case. The evidence is before you that I have 
done so — that suflSices.' 

'But you have not — Oh I mother, I hope 
you have not destroved any of the documents ? ' 
His hand rested tremulously on the case, which 
he had seized immediately upon recognising its 
identity. 

' Rest satisfied, Claude, the papers are in- 
tact,' she murmured. ' But, listen — I meant to 
destroy them to-night, and to struggle just a 
little longer against the power of adverse fate. 
Now, however, I abandon that notion, and 
accept the inevitable. My star has set.* She 
smiled. 'That sounds a little superstitious, but 
perhaps I am a little superstitious.' 

' Mother ! mother ! ' The tears sprang into 
the young man's eyes, and his voice choked. 
' Oh ! how sorry I am for you ! ' 

'Hush!' she cried, in dry-eyed anguish* 
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* Hush I Seeing that I have lost your respect, 
I will not have your pity. But, Claude, oh, 
my Claude! '—she stretched out her hands 
appealingly, — ' give me, if you can, a httle love ! 
I barter that case for a kiss, an embrace. 
Hearken ! If I had destroyed those papers, it 
would have caused delay and trouble to those 
other ; but you^ Claude, you would have shared 
in the trouble. To spare you that, I put into 
your hands the power to complete at once my 
ruin — to bring my life to a " lame and im- 
potent conclusion." For that, surely, I deserve 
an embrace ! ' 

The last words were spoken in his arms. 
'Dear mother, I do love you,' he protested, 
straining her to his breast. *I know that it 
was for my sake as much as for your own, or 
more, that — that you made this terrible mis- 
take. We will live down the trouble together, 
mother, you and I. Let us go away from 
England for a little while, and ' 

* Tais-toi I ' she interrupted. * Offer me no 
suggestions. My affairs are all arranged. One 
more kiss ? Good-night, my son. Good-bye, 
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my beloved, my cherished one ! ' She clung to 
him passionately for another second ; then, 
with that air of command which he had never 
dared to disregard, ordered him from the room, 
and, the moment he had left her, rang the bell. 

Her maid answered the summons. 

' I shall not require you again to-night, 
Celie,' she observed. ' I may be writing late, 
and I shall attend to my own toilet. Give 
orders that I am, on no account, to be dis- 
turbed, and see that the household retires at 
the customary hour. And, Celie, you have 
been a faithful servant for many years. I 
believe that you are attached to me. Take 
from my wardrobe the dress and mantle I 
wore this morning, and put this in the bank, 
Celie ' (she extended towards her a 50Z. note). 
' It will be useful when you desire to marry/ 

' Oh, my lady, how good you are ! But I 
will never marry ; I will never leave you ! ' 
exclaimed the maid, overpowered by surprise 
and gratitude. ' May I kiss your ladyship's 
hand ? ' 

Marie permitted the salute. 'Now, run 
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away, Celie ; I must write my letters. Good- 
night — ^farevell ! ' 

Although Lady Brentwood had spoken of 
letters in the plural, and of * writing late,' her 
labours in this direction were confined to the 
penmanship of one brief note. The few lines 
whereof it was composed, however, took her a 
long time to indite ; and, to judge from the 
compressed hps, the cadaverous hue of her 
face, and the huge drops of perspiration that 
started from her pale brow, the writing of it 
cost her absolute . torture. Having completed 
it at length, she enclosed it in an envelope^ 
directed it to her husband, and carried the note 
to her bedroom. 

Five minutes later there stole out from that 
bedroom a small figure, vnrapped in a dark 
cloak and hood. After peering over the banis- 
ters, to make sure that the stairs and hall were 
deserted, the figure glided downwards, swiftly 
and silently, and passed out at a side entrance. 
Just one hour and fifteen minutes afterwards 
that same figure turned off a lonely country 
road into a grass-grown lane, five miles distant ; 
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and, having followed the windings and turnings 
of that lane a few seconds longer, threw back 
its hood. It had been a dark night when she 
had stolen from her home, but a moon three 
quarters full had since risen, and as Lady 
Brentwood gazed around her at Fernbrook's 
Folly, the weird loneliness, the ghastly deso- 
lation of the spot, appeared heightened and 
intensified in the mystic light. The row of 
empty cottages, with their dilapidated roofs, 
broken doors, and glassless windows, threw dark 
shadows in front of them, whilst the blackness 
of which they were full seemed to press against 
and out of those blank casements as though 
it had been a solid substance. In the middle 
of the little solitude, enclosed by those low 
heather-clothed hills, the ruinous mass of 
machinery stood out clearly defined above the 
round grassy mound which marked the site of 
the deep pit-shaft. Towards that mound Lady 
Brentwood took her way ; but when she had 
ascended it she averted her eyes from the yawn- 
ing cavity in its centre. 

* No, I will not look down yet,' she said, 
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speaking, as she thought, aloud, although no 
sound came from her half-closed lips. ' I will 
sit a little, and think.' 

She placed herself on a moss-grown beam 
between the two upright posts which supported 
the pulley, with its depending fragment of rusty 
chain. *I may let myself think now. There 
will be no interruption. I am alone in the 
world. Alone ! Alone ! And here is my grave ! 
There was no choice but the grave or the asylum. 
So they thought I could bear it ! That I could 
accept defeat, and Uve ! That 1 could submit 
to exposure, disgrace, humiliation — ^I, Marie, 
Ijady Brentwood! That I could endure the 
frustration of all my piurposes — endure to see 

him Lord Westaxon! Endure my brain 

reels! Is it cowardly, as the moralists say, 
what I am going to do ? Better that than mad- 
ness. Better to end life when ambition is 
crushed and one can rise no higher. When 
existence becomes a failure, a losing game, une 
affaire flambie. Ah ! that was what I said to 
him. Paul! Paul!' 

Suddenly a wild laugh rang out through the 
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still night air, awaking faint echoes all around. 
The poor little woman sprang up with a cry of 
affright. ' Where art thou ? Where art thou ? * 
she caUed. * Who was it that laughed? Holy 
Virgin I There is no one here. It was myself 1 
Ha! ha! it was myself! Frenzy seizes me I 
Let the end come ! ' 

She approached the edge of the pit and 
looked over. For a little space, near the top, 
the brickwork was visible, with clumps of grass 
and roots of hart's-tongue fern growing out of 
the crevices; but lower down the shadows 
melted into Egyptian darkness, in the far depths 
of which the strained vision seemed to distin- 
guish an inky glimmer from the water of which 
the shaft was two-thirds full. A little lopger 
that solitary figure stood motionless and breath- 
less, her hands, on which the diamonds still 
ghttered, clasped in front of her, her cameo-like 
features raised towards heaven, and gleaming 
white and ghostly in the moonlight. Then there 
was a sudden spring, a dull, distant plunge, and 
lifeless silence settled once more over that eerie 
and desolate spot. Marie, Lady Brentwood, 
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was no more, and her dead body lay buried in 
a tomb five hundred feet deep, to be seen no 
more of mortal eye. 

Her vaulting ambition had brought her to 
this! Her successes and triumphs had ended 
thus I She had chosen for herself a road in life 
which appeared to lead to a glittering palace, 
built on a proud hill of exaltation. She had 
followed that road with obstinate, unswerving 
resolution, sweeping all obstacles from before 
her. She had gained upon her end — ap- 
proached so closely as almost to touch it — 
when, all at once, that glorious vision upon 
which her eager gaze had so long been 
fixed had melted into thin air — a delusive 
Fata Morgana I 

Instead of the proud hill of exaltation, she 
had come upon an unforeseen precipice ol de- 
struction. Poor Madame ! she had failed to 
attain the summit of her desires — though truly 
she had mounted high — through her imperious 
will and bold readiness to dispense with scruple. 
But even had she attained her airy ideals — the 
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bauble of an earrs coronet for her son — the 
innermost sanctuary of rank and wealth for 
herself — ^might she not have found that after all 
' the very substance of the ambitious is merely 
the shadow of a dream * ? 
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CHAPTEE XLVni. 

THKY *SIT IN SUNSHINE CALM AND SWEET.' 

Order and punctuality had been among poor 
Madame's most salient virtues. Even during 
the last week, so full for her of harrowing tor- 
ture, she had preserved all her habits of regu- 
larity. It was, therefore, with considerable 
surprise that the young men found themselves 
next morning awaiting her descent to the 
breakfast parlour some twenty minutes beyond 
the usual hour. 

* Had we not better send up to see if she is 
unwell ? ' Louis was in the act of asking, when 
the butler (a man who had been in Sir John 
Brentwood's service ever since the time of his 
first marriage) entered the room with very 
evident concern in his good-humoured elderly 
coimtenance. 
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* If you please, gentlemen/ he inquired, * do 
you know where my lady can be ? She is not 
in her chamber, nor, so far as we can find, any- 
where in the house. La ! Mr. Vandeleur, don't 
be frightened, sir I ' 

For Claude had risen to his feet, struck by 
a dire presentiment of ill, and was eyeing the 
messenger with an air of deep consternation. 

* Perhaps she is in the grounds,' suggested 
Louis, springing to the window. ' Have you 
looked there, Hampson ? ' 

' Yes, Mr. Louis, we have, sir. But the 
strangest part of it is ' 

* Speak out, man I ' commanded young 
Vandeleur, as he broke off, hesitating. 

* Well, sir, C^lie Varens, her ladyship's maid 
— she says that the bed, ray lady's bed, has not 
been slept in last night.' 

Without waiting to put another question, both 
young men rushed upstairs. Everything in Lady 
Brentwood's suite of apartments was neatness 
itself. Her pillows, as a glance showed, re- 
mained unpressed ; not an article of furniture 
was displaced, nor a garment lying about. The 
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perfect order of the untenanted rooms affected 
her son with chill dismay. ' Oh ! Louis, what 
can have become of her, my poor mother ? ' he 
murmured, returning from a second inspection 
of the boudoir and intervening rooms to the 
bed-chamber where the other had lingered. 

' This will explain ! Look, Claude, 1 found 
it in her dressing-case, just under \kiQ lid. It is 
addressed to Sir John.' He held out the note 
which the unhappy little woman had penned 
on the previous evening. ' Ha I ' he resumed, 
whilst his companion examined the superscrip- 
tion. * An idea strikes me ! That's exactly it. 
She has gone off to Sir John ! Don't you see, 
Claude, she wrote that letter to prepare him — 
to explain things, you know ; then she thought 
she could do it better through a personal inter- 
view, and she has just gone straight off to 
Scotland ! ' 

A gleam of rehef crossed the elder youth's 
face. *It may be,' he said. *It seems pos- 
sible. But we can soon test the matter. I'll 
order a horse instantly, and ride over to th^ 
station.' 
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*And I shall go with you, old fellow, of 
course/ 

Whilst the horses were being brought round, 
the young men snatched a hasty breakfast ; but 
when they arrived, hot and dusty from their 
gallop, at the country station, five miles away, 
it was, as a matter of course, only to meet with 
disappointment. No passenger train, going 
either up or down, had stopped there at all 
last evening after the hour her son had known 
Lady Brentwood to be safe in her own boudoir ; 
and although there had been two already this 
morning, the station-master vowed that he knew 
every soul that had gone by them. By the first 
a couple of farmers had taken tickets for the 
nearest market town; by the second no one 
had travelled but his own wife and a little 
niece whom she was taking home from a visit 
she had been paying at their house. Young 
Vandeleur's vague intuitions of evil grew con- 
firmed into a moral certainty of disaster, and 
his suspicions as to the nature of that disaster 
pointed in the true direction. But, as yet, he 
would not give voice to the shocking surmise 
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which had turned him sick and cold to the 
heart. 

* One cannot telegraph here, I believe ? ' he 
inquired of the station-master. ' Then I must 

ride on to B Louis/ he went on, drawing 

the latter aside upon receiving a negative reply, 
' Sir John must be sent for at once. When I 
have despatched the telegram, I shall get back 
to Longenvale and make every inquiry I can in 
the neighbourhood. In the meantime, my dear 
boy, there is that appointment for eleven o'clock 
— you will have to keep it alone.' 

' By Jove, I had almost forgotten ! ' exclaimed 
the other. ' But I cannot leave you in trouble, 
Claude.' 

'You must,' persisted his companion. 'It 
was promised that she, your mother, should 
learn all this morning. You must be at Nor- 
breck Towers when she calls. And I think, 
old fellow, you ought to let the Stenhouses 
know to-day who you are. To-morrow, re- 
member. Lord Westaxon will be buried, and 
you ought to attend the funeral as his heir ; at 
least, it doesn't seem fair to let poor George 
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assume all his supposed rights, only to be 
ousted from them immediately.' 

' But to-day ? How could I go about my 
own business until we know what has become 
of her^ whom, even yet, I cannot help thinking 
of as my mother ? You must consider me a 
self-interested brute.' 

' Self-interest does not come into the ques- 
tion. It is a simple matter of right and justice,' 
argued Claude. ' Wherever my poor mother 
may be, or whatever has befallen her, we have 
had enough of mystery and deception. Let us 
get into the clear daylight of truth as quickly 
as possible. She herself, you know, has released 
us from the promise of further concealment. 
Surely we don't need to persist in it of our own 
accord ! ' 

Thus, after a few minutes' further con- 
versation, in which the course of their future 
proceedings was settled on the basis of the 
foregoing advice, the two young men parted — 
to pass, each of them, through a day of such 
excitement as may quite as easily be imagined 
as described. 



'J M *-^^^ - ^^1 



248 THE UNFORESEEN 

Late in the evening, pale and exhausted by 
what they had gone through (although, natur- 
ally, their experiences and emotions had been 
of a very different character), the devoted 
friends were seated alone in the library at 
Norbreck Towers, each buried, at the moment, 
in his own reflections, when the sound of an 
arrival was heard, and Sir John Brentwood 
presently burst into the apartment. * What 
does all this mean ? ' he demanded, omitting 
any ceremony of greeting. *Your telegram, 
Claude ? And the servants tell me she has not 
yet come back ! My wife — my dear wife X 
Tell me quickly where she is I ' 

Nerving their overstrained faculties to the 
task, the young fellows strove first to calm the 
honest Baronet's agitation. Then, in accordance 
with a pre-arranged plan, they related to him, 
in a few straightforward words, the history of 
the intended fraud, conceived so long ago hy the 
clever httle woman — whom Sir John adored 
with such passionate fervour — and carried out 
by her with that indomitable pluck and energy 
which had been worthy of a better cause. 
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but the remembrance of which, even in view 
of her downfall and defeat, served to set her 
character above contempt. Having brought 
the story to an end by showing how the ground 
had crumbled from beneath her feet ; how she 
had been baffled on the very eve of success ; 
and having thus, as they hoped, prepared Sir 
John for its contents, whatever they might be, 
young Vandeleur produced the letter which his 
ill-fated wife had left for him. 

Sir John opened the letter with trembling 
fingers, but the words swam before his eyes. 
* I cannot make it out ! ' he exclaimed piteously. 
' Eead it to me, my boy/ Louis, to whom he 
had handed it, took the note, and with distress- 
ful reluctance read as follows : — 

* John, my good husband — I am about to 
run away from you ; to leave you for ever and 
ever. I go to a place where it is of no use — 
not the slightest use — to seek me ; and, John, 
recollect that I urgently desire you 7iot to seek 
for me. You remember the poem you read to 
me the other day about the Veiled Prophet of 
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Khorassan, and how he burned up his body in 
aquafortis, so that his followers might believe 
that he had been assumed up into heaven? 
Well, my friend, you will never see my body 
again ; suppose, therefore, you try to believe 
that I have ascended to heaven in a chariot of 
fire ? my son will tell you how worthy I am of 
that honour 1 Ah, I write perhaps bitterly ; 
but my brain reels and my heart is on fire. 
John, pardon me that 1 cause you, for the 
moment, suffering. You will recover from the 
trouble because you are a good man, with a 
simple mind and an innocent heart, and such a 
man never despairs. Despair comes only to 

the wild, untamed spirit, like mine, which 

But I will not write of myself. Mon ami^ 
regret not our brief union. I leave you a 
legacy that, if you accept it, will compensate 
you for all this present grief — ^my son. Be a 
father to him, my good John, and let him be 
to you a son. You will find my will, executed 
this day, at the office of Messrs. Slade and 

Watkins, Lord Street, B . As you will 

see, I arrange for the payment of your remain- 
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ing debts, and leave you executor to my boy. 
If you live together, you will both be rich, 
and you will both be happy. I beg you in ray 
will to do so, and I implore you again by this 
letter, which observe as my dying word, John, 
and accept as my final adieu. 

' Marie.' 

The mysterious disappearance of Lady 
Brentwood, followed by the announcement 
that the youth who had been known as Louis 
Vandeleur was not that lady's son, but the heir 
to the Westaxon Earldom, served, of course, 
for a nine days' wonder doubly drawn out. 
But the world, which gossiped and marvelled 
over these events, never knew quite how much 
there was to gossip about. Even Mrs. Douglas 
Awdry was persuaded (now that she was 
beyond the reach of further punishment or 
revenge) to join with those who had loved her 
in sparing the poor little woman's memory. As 
one means of doing so, it was resolved that 
Claude and Louis should respectively retain 
these Christian names which they had exchanged 
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with each other as children, and by which they 
were known to all their friends. 

For business purposes the young Lord 
Westaxon was compelled, as a matter of course, 
to sign his correct appellation; but as there 
exists no law, per se^ against the assumption of 
either christian or surname— so long as no 
criminal act or motive is the object of the alias 
— Louis will remain Louis to the end of the 
chapter. And a very peaceful ending the 
chapter of his life, now pretty well advanced, 
promises to have ! 

As Madame had very truly recognised, even 
in the moment when blank, mad hopelessness had 
taken possession of her own breast, despair is 
not for the man or woman of innocent life and 
rational mind ; and although for those she had 
left behind a season of affliction and grief had 
to be passed through, time ere long mitigated 
regret and restored peace. Sir John Brent- 
wood has never married again ; but accepting 
the * legacy ' of his second wife, he once more 
adopted a son, through whose faithful affection 
and tender, unselfish regard there has been 
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returned to him, 'full measure and pressed 
over,' a reward for all the disinterested but mis- 
placed kindness he had lavished upon the un- 
fortunate Alec, as also for that brief but ardent 
attachment (misplaced, likewise, it may perhaps 
be judged) for his present son's mother. 

Claude, for his part, bore with manly pa- 
tience and courage the shock of knowing, as he 
did know (although her remains, as she had 
predicted, were never found), that his mother 
had met her death by her own act, and that 
whilst in hfe she had not been the woman he 
thought- Also, he bore in the same spirit of 
gentle fortitude the further trial of seeing the 
girl whom he loved first the promised bride and 
afterwards the wife of another. For Madeline, 
who had loved her unknown cousin as Louis 
Vandeleur, and who, in her own id^a, had 
already plighted her troth to him, when she 
had permitted his lips to touch her blushing 
but unreluctant cheek, on that afternoon when 
they had taken refuge from the thunderstorm in 
the old church, did not, it need scarcel^-be said, 
answer ' no ' to the proposal which, with her 
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mother's sanction, he made to her as Lord 
Westaxon. 

And how did Mr. George Stenhouse behave 
in face of the astounding revelation which, as 
its issue, swept away two-thirds of the vast 
inheritance he had just entered upon, and tran&- 
formed him from a peer into a commoner ? 

First he held out his hand in frank con- 
gratulation to his supplanter ; then he shrugged 
his boyish shoulders and exclaimed — 'Ah, 
well ! ikat responsibility is off my shoulders, and 
if I can't do so much with what remains, I can 
still do something ! ' 

And George Stenhouse did do, and is still 
doing, something for the cause of humanity, 
although not exactly in the way he then de- 
signed. The only one of the three under- 
graduates who had travelled down from Oxford 
together at the beginning of that eventful Long 
Vacation, George, at its end, returned to his 
college. There he remained for two yeara 
longer, giving little attention to any other study 
than that of political economy, or rather of 
sociology. And, although on the diflScult 
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problems of this all-important science the young 
man thought for himself, he was wise enough 
to suffer his own crude ideas and aspirations to 
be modified by the better digested opinions of 
experienced thinkers and writers. In his con- 
viction that democracy must be the gospel of 
the future, the young man remained unchanged ; 
but, as the ardour of youth became tamed, he 
grew more and more clearly to perceive that 
all reformation must of necessity be slow. 

To push mankind forward on the road to 
its own well-being, was, he justly beheved, the 
noblest aim for which a human being could 
live ; but in order to ensure the genuineness of 
such advance, it was necessary, he learnt to see, 
that each step, either of the individual or the 
mass, must be made on its own feet Instead, 
therefore, of devoting his wealth and his ener- 
gies to the establishment, as he had once 
dreamed, of a little local paradise of liberty, 
equality, and fraternity, which would have 
turned out — seeing that the times were not ripe 
for such an experiment — a dismal failure, young 
Stenhouse, after he left the university, threw all 
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his heart and soul into the interests of an insti- 
tution which, as regards the future of England, 
is one of the very first importance — that 
* Organisation of Industry ' known as * Co- 
operation ' of trade and agriculture among the 
worting-classes. For it is with the working- 
classes that all George's sympathies have ever 
lain ; and, as he is wont to boast in his speeches, 
both in Parliament and elsewhere, he never 
forgets that, on the maternal side, he has risen 
from that rank in the social fabric to which 
still in his democratic instincts he belongs, and 
to the advance of which, morally, mentally, and 
socially, he means to dedicate the remainder of 
his days. 

As for his cousin and brother-in-law, Louis 
— Lord Westaxon — George Stenhouse is in the 
habit of stigmatising him playfully as a * bom 
aristocrat.' But though there may be some 
foundation for the remark in his cultivated 
tastes and refined manners, the Earl of West- 
axon is not one of those butterfly idlers of hia 
class who spend their time in flitting fi:om one 
flower of pleasure to another, and sucking not 
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honey from the cups, but a slow poison which is 
gradually bringing about the decadence of their 
intellects and ethical nature and the fall of their 
hereditary power and prescriptive influence. 
Louis' bent is not, like George's, towards active 
philanthropy, but towards quiet study. He sits 
in the House of Peers, and takes a mild interest 
in pohtics, but the method in which he makes 
himself chiefly useful to his species is in the 
spread of scientific knowledge. On one branch, 
an important one, of biological science the Earl 
has thought and written much ; and the results 
of his experiments and deductions have enriched 
the world's storehouse of valuable information. 
In their private lives and domestic relations, 
it would be difficult to say which of these two 
men is the happier. Each married his first and 
only love, and each found (a discovery, un- 
happily too rare) that he had chosen the true 
complement of his being — ^his real ' other self.' 
In such marriages, when the union is of deep 
intimacy, husband and wife become not only 
* one flesh,' but even one mind^ their separate 
individualities becoming, as it were, merged, so 
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that they see with the same eyes, understand 
with the same faculties, and feel with the same 
heart. Thus it has come to pass that Rose 
Stenhouse — nh Featherstone — considers that 
after the happiness of her own husband and 
children, there is nothing much worth thinking 
or talking about save how to procure the 
greater amount of happiness to the greater 
number of working people ; whilst Madeline, 
Countess of Westaxon, would be willing to 
sacrifice her right hand in proof of her convic- 
tion that a man who is at the same time an earl 
and a student and exponent of biology, has 
reached the acme of human greatness. 

Mrs. Awdry, fat and flourishing still, spends 
her time and divides her presence — though by 
no means equally — ^between her son Lord 
Westaxon, of Westaxon Park, and Squire 
Awdry of Clavermere Chase. Naturally, her 
maternal affection — the redeeming quality of 
her nature— clings most warmly to that younger 
child whom she has had always with her, rather 
than to the one whom she deserted as a little 
black-eyed urchin of three and found again 
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only when the down of manhood was on his 
cheek and the cares and pleasures of maturity 
were beginning to claim his attention. In 
return, Louis gives his mother a certain amount 
of dutiful regard. For his brother Eustace he 
entertains also a very sincere hking ; but the 
affection which had become entwined with his 
life — ^that ennobling, unselfish friendship, which 
even love itself cannot outrival in depth and 
force— <5leaves faithfully to the old * brother.' 

Two years after Louis' marriage, Claude 
Vandeleur Brentwood brought a sweet young 
bride to Norbreck Towers, and sweet little 
children were presently romping about that 
ancient edifice with a middle-aged 'grandpapa,' 
who had never, in all his life, felt so happy as 
he did when their small arms were stranghng 
his neck, and their shrill young voices deafen- 
ing his ears. For the rest, Claude is an en- 
thusiastic sportsman ; otherwise he nurses no 
particular ambition, and is content to be a good 
husband and father, an honest citizen, a kindly 
neighbour, a true and constant friend. 

Thus wags the world for the characters of 
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our Story ; and all the while that poor little 
woman, without whose fiery energy, strong 
individuality, and dominant will the story could 
not have been, lies unconscious at the ^ottom 
of her deep and lonely tomb, having no further 
concern with the pleasures or pains of existence, 
no further desire or power to race and struggle 
and pant after those prizes which she had set be- 
fore herself as the end and aim of life. A genius 
misdirected — for what was her vitality, her 
capacity, her unyielding tenacity of purpose 
but genius? that brave little piratical bark, 
wrecked on the rock of the unforeseen, had 
gone down in mid- ocean — a wasted force ! 

Olivia Ashmead remains Olivia Ashmead, 
faithful still to the memory of the love which, 
in her case, has proved independent of and 
unalterable by Time — ' an ever-fixed mark/ 



THE END. 
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Academy Notes, separate years, from 
1875 to 1884, each is. 

Academy Notes, 1885. With nu- 
merous Illustrations. Is. 

Academy Notes, 1875-79. Complete 
in One Vol.,with nearly 600 Illusts. in 
Facsimile. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 6s. 

Academy Notes, 1880-84. Complete 
in One Volume, with about 700 Fac- 
simile Illustrations. Cloth limp, 6s. 

Grosvenoi* Notes, 1877. 6d. 
Grosvenor Notes, separate years, from 
1878 to 1884, each Is. 

Grosvenor Notes, 1885. With nu- 
merous Illustrations. l8. 

Grosvenor Notes, 1877-82. With 
upwards of 300 Illustrations. Demy 
8vo, cloth limp, 68. 

Pictures at South Kensington. With 
70 Illustrations. Is. 

TheEngllsh Pictures at the National 
Gallery. 114 Illustrations. Is. 

The Old Masters at the National 
Gallery. xzS Illustrations. Is. 6d. 

A Complete Illustrated Catalogue 
to the National Gallery. With 
Notes by H. Blackburn, and 242 
Illusts. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 38. 

Illustrated Catalogue of the Luxem- 
bourg Gallery. Containing about 
250 Reproductions alter the Oripinal 
Drawings of the Artists. Edited by 
F. G. Dumas. Demy 8vo, 38. 6d. 

The Paris Salon, 1884. With over 300 
Illusts. Edited by F. G. Dumas. 
Demy 8vo, 3s. 

The Paris Salon, 1885. With Fac- 
simile Sketches. Edited by F. G« 
Dumas. Demy Bvo, 38. 



Art Handbooks, continued— 
The Art Annual, 1883-4* Edited by 
F. G. Dumas. With 300 full-page 
Illustrations. Demy Bvo, 6s. 

Boccaccio's Decameron ; or, 

Ten Days' Entertainment. Translated 
into English, with an Introduction by 
Thomas Wright, F.S. A. With Portrait, 
and Stothard's beautiful Copper- 
plates. Cr. Bvo. cloth extra, gilt, 78. 6d. 

Blake (William): Etchings from 
his Works. By W. B. Scott. With 
descriptive Text. Folio, half -bound 
boards, India Proofe, 2l8. 

Boweps'(Q.) IHunting Sketches: 
Canters In Crampshlre. Oblong 4to, 

half-bound boards, 2l8. 
Leaves from a Hunting Journal 
Coloured in facsimile of the originals 
Oblong 4to, half-bound, 2l8. 

Boyle (Frederick), Works by : 

Camp Notes: Stories of Sport and 
Adventure in Asia, Africa, and 
America. Crown Bvo, cloth extra 
8s. 6d. ; post Bvo, illustrated bds., 28 

Savage Life. Crown Bvo, cloth extra 
3s. 6d. ; post Bvo, illustrated bds., 28 

Chronicles ^of No-Man's Land 
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 6s.; post Bvo, 
illust. boards, 2s. 

Brand's Observations on Pop- 
ular Antiquities, chiefly Illustrating 
the Origin of our Vulvar Customs, 
Ceremonies, and Superstitions. With 
the Additions of Sir Hsnky Ellis. 
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, gilt, with 



numerous Illustrations, 



ctra, gii 

, 78. eL 



Bret Harte, Works by : 

Bret Harte's Collected Works. Ar- 
ranged and Revised by the Author. 
Complete in Five Vols., crown Bvo, 
cloth extra, 68. each. 
Vol. I. Complete Poetical and 
Dramatic Works. With Steel Por- 
trait, and Introduction by Author. 
V0I. 11. Earlier Papers— Luck op 
Roaring Camp, and other Sketches 
— Bohemian Papers — Spanish 
and American Legends. 
Vol. III. Tales of the Argonauts 

— Eastern Sketches. 
Vol. IV. Gabrtel Conroy. 
Vol. V. Stories — Condensed 
Novels, &c. . 

The Select Works of Bret Harte, in 

Prose and Poetry. With Introduc- 
tory Essay by J. M. Bellew, Portrait 
of the Author, and 50 Illustrations. 
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Gabriel Conroy : A NoveL Post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Bret Hartb's Works, continuid-^ 
An HaifMS of R«d Dog, and other 

Stories. Post 8yo, illustrated boards, 

Si. ; cloth limp, 2f. 6d. 
Tho Twins of Table Mountain. Fcap. 

Bvo, picture cover, ll. ; crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 8t. Od. • 
Luok of Roaring Camp, and other 

Sketches. Post8vo,illu8t.bds., Si. 
Jefr Briggs'a Love Story. Fcap. 8vo, 

picture cover, ll. ; cloth extra, 8l. 80. 
< Flip. Post 8vo, illustrated boards. Si. ; 

cloth limp. Si. 6d. 
Callfornlan Stories (including The 

Twins of Table Msuntaim, Jsff 

Briggs*s Lovx Story, ftc) Post 

8vo, illustrated boards, Si. 

Brewer (Rev. Dr.), Works by : 

The ReadeKe Hand bookof Allusions, 
Referenoee. Plots, and Stories. 
Fourth Edition, revised throughout, 
with a New Appendix, containing a 

COMPLBTX EnOLISM BIBLIOGRAPHY. 

Cr. 8vo, 1,400 pp., cloth extra, 71. 6d. 

Authors and their Works, with the 
Datee: Being the Appendices to 
"The Reader's Handbook," separ- 
ately printed. Cr. 8vo, cloth limp, Si. 

A Dictionary of Miracles: ImiUtive, 
Realistic, and Dogmatic. Crown 8vo, 
clot h extra, 7l. 61. ; half-bound, 9b. 

Brew8ter(8irDavld),Work8 by: 

More Worlds than One: The Creed 
of the Philosopher and the Hope of 
the Christian. With Plates. Post 
8vo, cloth extra, 4l. 6d. 

The Martyrs of Science: Lives of 
Galilbo, Tycho Brahb, and Kbp- 
LBR. With Portraits. Post 8vo, cloth 
extra, 4l. Od. 

Letters on Natural Magic. A New 
Edition, with numerous Illustrations, 
and Chapters on the Bein^ ana 
Faculties of Man, and Additional 
Phenomena Of Natural Magio, by 

i. A. Smith. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 
■.ed. 

Brillat-Savarln.—Gastronomy 

as a Fine Art. By Brillat-Savarin. 
Translated by R. E. Amdbrson, M.A. 
Post 8vo, cloth Kmp, Si. 6d . 

Burnett (Mrs.), Novels by : 

Surly Tim, and other Stories. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, Si. 

Kathleen Mavourneen. Fcap. 8vo, 
picture cover, ll. 

LIndeay'e Luok. Fcap. 8vo, picture 
cover, ll. 

Pretty Polly Pembertonf Fcap. 8vo^ 
picture cover, Ig, 



»; 



Buchanan's (Robert) Works: 

Ballade of LIfs, Love, and Humour. 

With a Frontispiece by Arthur 

HuGHBS. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 81. 
Selected PoemeofRobert Buchanan. 

With Frontispiece by T. Dalzixl. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6l. 
Undertones. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, M. 
London Poeme. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 8l. 
The Book of Orm. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 6iL 
White Rose and Red: A Love Story. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6l. 
Idylle and Legends of Inverbum. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6i. 
St. Abe and his Seven Wives : A Tale 

of Salt Lake City. With a Frontis- 

Siece by A. B. Houghton. Crown 
vo, cloth extra, 6i. 
Robert Buohanan'eComplete Poeti- 
cal Works. With Steel-plate Por^ 
trait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7l. 60. 
The Hebrld lelee: wanderings in the 
Land of Lome and the Outer He- 




from the Prose Writings of Robbrt 
Buchanan. Crown 8vo, cl. extra, 9b, 

The Shadow of the Sword : A Ro- 
mance. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
3i. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. boards, Si. 

A Child of Nature : A Romance. With 

. a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 8l. 60. ; post 8vo, illust. bds., tB. 

Qod and the Man : A Romance. With 
Illustrations bv Frbd. Barnard. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3l. 6d. ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, Si. 

The Martyrdom of Madeline: A 
Romance. With Frontispiece by A. W. 
CooPBR. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra. Si. 6d.; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, Si. 

Love Me Ibr Ever. With a Frantie- 
piece by P. Macnab. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 8i. 6d. ; post 8vO, illus- 
trated boards. Si. 

Annan Water: A Romance. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, Si. 6d. ; post 8vo, 
illust. boards, Si. 

The NewAbelard: A Romance. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra. Si. 6d. ; post 8vo, 
illust. boards. Si. 

Foxglove Manor: A Novel. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 3l. 6d. 

Matt : A Romance. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra. Si. 6d. 

Burton (Robert): 
The Anatomy of Melancholy. A 
New Edition, complete, corrected 
and enriched by Translaticms of the 
Classical Extracts. Demy 8vo, cloth 
extra, 7l. 6d. 

Melancholy Anatomleed : Being an 
Abridgment, for popular use, of Bur- 
ton's Anatomy of Mblancholt. 
f ost 8vo, cloth limp, 8i. 60. 



CHATTO 6* WIND US, PICCADILLY, 



Burton (Captain), Works by: 
To the Gold Coast for Gold : A Per- 
sonal Narrative. B;jr Richard F. Bur- 
ton and Verney Lovett Cameron. 
With Maps and Frontispiece. Two 
Vols., crown 8yo, cloth extra, 21t. 

The Book of the Sword : Being a 
History of the Sword and its Use in 
all Countries, irom the Earliest 
Times. By Richard F. Burton. 
With over 400 Illustrations. Square 
8vo, cloth extra, 828. 

Bunyan's Pilgrim's Progress. 

Edited by Rev. T. Scott. With 17 
Steel Plates by Stothard, engraved 
by GooDALL, and numerous Woodcuts. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7b. 6d. 

Byron (Lord): 

Byron's Letters and Journals. With 
Notices of his Life. By Thomas 
MooRB. A Reprint of the Original 
Edition, ^ewly revised, with Twelve 
full-page Plates. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, gilt, 78. 6d. 

Byron's Don Juan. Complete in One 
Vol., post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Cameron (Commander) and 

Captain Burton.— To the Gold Coast 
for Gold : A Personal Narrative. By 
Richard F. Burton and Vbrnby 
Lovett Cameron. With Frontispiece 
and Maps. Two Vols., crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 21s. 

Cameron (Mrs. H. Lovett), 

Novels by: 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Juliet's Guardian. 
Deceivers Ever. 

Campbell.— Wiiite and Black: 

Travels in the United States. By Sir 
George Campbell, M.P. Demy 8vo, 
cloth extra, 148. 

Carlyle (Thomas) : 

Thomas Carlyle: Letters and Re- 
oollectlone. By Moncurb D. Con- 
way, M.A« Crown Uvo, cloth extra, 
with Illustrations, 68. 

On the Choice of Books. By Thomas 
Carlyle. With a Life of the Author 
by R. H. Shepherd. New and Re- 
vised Edition, post 8vo, cloth extra, 
Illustrated, Is. 6d. 

The Correspondence of Thomas 
Carlyle and Ralph Waldo Emerson, 
1834 to 187a. Edited by Charles 
Eliot Norton. With Portraits. Two 
Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 24s. 



Chapman's (George) Works: 

Vol. I. contains the Plays complete, 
including the doubtful ones. Vol. II., 
the Poems and Minor Translations, 
with an Introductory Essay by Alger- 
non Charles Swinburne, vol. III., 
the Translations of the Iliad and Odys- 
sey. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth 
e xtra, 18 s . ; or separately, 88. each. 

Chatto& Jackson.— A Treatise 

on Wood Engraving, Historical and 
Practical. By Wm. Andrew Chatto 
and John Jackson. With an Addi- 
tional Chapter by Henry G. Bohn ; 
and 450 fine Illustrations. A Reprint 
of the last Revised Edition, Large 
4to, half-bo und, 288 . 

Cliaucer : 

Chaucer for Children: A Golden 
Key. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. With 
Eight Coloured Pictures and nu- 
merous Woodcuts by the Author. 
New Ed., small 4to, cloth extra, 6b. 

Chaucer for Schools. Bv Mrs. H. R. 
Haweis. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 28.6d. 

Clodd. — Myths and Dreams. 

By Edward Clodd, F.R.A.S., Author 
of " The Childhood of Religions," &c. 
Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 58. 

City (Tiie) of Dream : A Poem. 

Fcap. 8vo, cloth extra, 08. [/» the press, 

Cobban. — The Cure of Souls : 

A Story. By J. Maclaren Cobban. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 



Collins (C. Allston).— The Bar 

sinister: A Story. By C. Allston 
Co llins. Post8vo, illustrated bds.,2 8. 

Collins (Mortimer & Frances), 

Novels by : 

Sweet and Twenty. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. 

Frances. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 28. 

Blacksmith and Scholar. Post 8vo» 
illustrated boards, 28. ; crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 88. 6d. 

The Village Comedy. Post 8vo, illust. 
boards, 2b. ; cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

You Play Me False. Post 8vo, illust. 
boards, 28.; cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. 

Collins (Mortimer), Novels by : 

Sweet Anne Page. Post 8vq, illus- 
trated boards, &. ; crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 3s. 6d. 

Transm Igration. Post 8vo, illust. bds. , 
28. ; crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

From M'idnlght to Midnight. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. ; crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

A Fight with Fortune. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Collins (Wilkle), Novels by. 

Each post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28; 
cloth limp, 28. 6d.; or crown Svo, 
cloth extra, lUastrated, 38. 6d. 

Antonlna. lUust. by A. Concakkn. 

Basil. Illustrated by Sir John Gil- 
bert and J. Mahoney. 

Hide and Seek. Illustrated by Sir 
John Gilbert and J. Mahoney. 

The Dead Secret. Illustrated by Sir 
John Gilbert and A. Cokcanen. 

Queen of Hearts. Illustrated by Sir 
John Gilbert and A. Concanen. 

My Miscellanies. With Illustrations 
by A. Concanen, and a Steel-plate 
Portrait of Wilkie Collins. 

The Woman in White. With Illus- 
trations by Sir John Gilbert and 

F. A. Fraser. 

The Moonstone. With Illustrations 
by G. Du MAURiERand F. A. Fraser. 

Man and Wife. Illust. by W. Small. 

Poor Miss Finch. Illustrated by 
.' G.- Du Mauribr and Edward 

HjJGHES. 

Miss or Mrs.P With Illustrations Vy 
S. L. Fildes and Henry Woods. 

The New Magdalen. Illustrated by 

G. Du Maurier and C. S. Rands. 

The Frozen Deep. Illustrated by 
G. Du Mauribr and J. Mahoney. 

The Law and the Lady. Illustrated 
by S. L. Fildes and Sydney Hall. 

The Two Destinies. 

The Haunted Hotel. Illustrated by 
Arthur Hopkins. 

The Fallen Leaves. 

Jezebel's Daughter. 

The Blaolc Robe. 

Heart and Science: A Story of the 
Present Time. 



" I Say No." Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
3s. 6d. IShortly. 

Colman's Humorous Works: 

" Broad Grins," " My Nightgown and 
Slippers," and other Humorous Works, 
Prose and Poetical, of George Col- 
man. With Life by G. B. Buckstonb, 
and Frontispiece by Hogarth. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 6d. 

Convalescent Cookery : A 

Family Handbook. By Catherine 
Ryan. Crown 8vo, Is. ; cloth, l8.6d. 



Conway (Moncure D.), Works 

by: 

Demonology and Devli-Lore. Two 
Vols., royal Svo, with 65 lllusts., 288. 

A Necklace of Stories. Illustrated 
by W. J. Hennbssy. Square Svo, 
cloth extra, 68. 

The Wandering Jew. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 6b. 

Thomas Carlyle: Letters and Re- 
collections. With Illustrations. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 68. 



Cook (Dutton), Works Iby : 

Hours with the Players. With a 
Steel Plate Frontispiece. New and 
Cheaper Edit., cr. Svo, cloth extra,6B. 

Nights at the Play : A View of the 
English Stage. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

Leo: A Novel. Post Svo, illustrated 
boards, 2s. 

Paul Foster's Daughter. Post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 28.; crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

Copyright. —A Handbook of 

English and Foreign Copyright in 
Literary and Dramatic Works. By 
Sidney Jbrrold, of the Middle 
Temple, Esq., Barrister-at-Law. Post 
Svo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Cornwall.— PopularRonnances 

of the West of England; or, The 
Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions 
of Old Cornwall. Collected and Edited 
by Robert Hunt, F.R.S. New and 
Revised Edition, with Additions, and 
Two Steel-plate Illustrations by 
George Cruikshank. Crown Svo. 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Creasy.— Memoirs of Eminent 

Etonians : with Notices of the Early 
History of Eton College. By Sir 
Edward Creasy, Author of '• The 
Fifteen Decisive Battles of the World." 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with 13 
Portraits, 78. 6d. 

Cruikshank (George): 

The Comic Almanack. Complete in 
Two Series : The First from 1835 
to 1843; the Second from 1844 to 
1853. A Gathering of the Best 
Humour of Thackeray, HooD, May- 
hew, Albert Smith, A'Beckett 
Robert Brough, &c. With 2,000 
Woodcuts and Steel Engravings by 
Cruikshank, Hine, Landblls, &c. 
Crown Svo, cloth gilt, two very thick 
volumes, 78. 6d. each. 



CMATTO 6- WINDVS, PICCADILLY. 



CxuiKSRANK (G.)i continued — 

The Life of George Crulkehank. By 
Blanchard Jerrold, Author of 
"The Life of Napoleon III.," &c. 
With 84 Illustrations. New and 
Cheaper Edition, enlarged, with Ad- 
ditional Plates, and a very carefully 
compiled Bibliography. Crown 8yo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6a, 

Robinson Crusoe. A beautiful re- 
production of Major's Edition, wit|i 
^7 Woodcuts and Two Steel Plates 
oy George Cruikshank, choicely 
printed. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
78. 6d. A few Large>Paper copies, 
printed on hand*made paper, with 
India proofs of the Illustrations, 368. 

Cussans.— Handbook of Her- 

aldry; with Instructions for Tracing 
Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient 
MSS., &c. By John E. Cussams. 
Entirely New and Revised Edition, 
illustrated with over 400 Woodcuts 
and Coloured Plates. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Cyples.— Hearts of Gold: A 

Novel. By William Cyples. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d. ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Daniel. — Merrie England In 

the Olden Time. By George Daniel. 
With Illustrations oy Robt. Cruik- 
shank. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Daudet.— Port Salvation; or, 

The Evangelist. Bv Alphonsb 
Daudkt. Translated by C. Harry 
Meltzer. With Portrait of the 
Author. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
3b. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. boards, 28. 

Davenant. — What shall my 

Son be? Hints for Parents on the 
Choice of a Profession or Trade for 
their Sons. By Francis Davenant, 
M.A. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Davies (Dr. N. E.), Works by : 

One Thousand Medical Maxims. 

Crown 8vo, 18. ; cloth, l8. 6d. 
Nursery Hints: A Mother's Guide. 

Crown 8vo, l8. ; cloth, la. 6d. 
Aids to Long Life. Crown 8vo,-28. ; 

eloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Davies' (Sir John) Complete 

Poetical Works, including Ps&Uns I. 
to L. in Verse, and other hitherto Un- 
published MSS.{ for the first time 
Collected and Edited, with Memorial- 
Introduction and Notes, by the Rev. 
A. B. Grosart, D.D. Two Vols., 
crown 8vo. cloth boards 12i. 



De Malstre.— A Journey Round 

My Room. By Xavier db Maistrb. 
Translated by Henry Attwbll. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

De Mllle.~A Castle In Spain. 

A Novel. By James Db Mille. With 
a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 88. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 28. 

Derwent (Leith), Novels by: 

Crown 8vQ, cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 
Our Lady of Tears. 
Circe' s Lov ers. 

Dickens (Charles), Novels by : 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Sketches by Boz. | Nicholas Nickleby 
Pickwick Papers. | Oliver Twist. 

The Speeches of Charles Dickens. 
(Mayfair Library,) Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28._6d^^ * 

The Speeches of Charles Dickens, 
1841-1870. With a New Bibliography, 
revised and enlarged. Edited and 
Prefaced by Richard Hbrnb Shep- 
herd. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

About England with Dickens. By 
Alfred Rimmer. With 57 Illustra- 
tions by C. A. Vandbrhoof, Alfred 
Rimuer, and others. Sq. 8vo, cloth 
extra, IPs. 6d. 

Dictionaries : 

A Dictionary of Miracles: Imitative, 
Realistic, and Dogmatic. By the 
Rev. B. C. Brewer, LL.D. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d.; hf.-bound,-9s. 

The Reader's Handbook of Allu- 
sions, References, Plots, and 
Stories. By the Rev. E. C. Brewer, 
LL.D. Fourth Edition, revised 
throughout, with a New Appendix, 
containing a Complete English Bib- 
liography. Crown 8vo, 1,400 pages, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Authors and their Works, with the 
Dates. Being the Appendices to 
"The Readers Handbook," sepa- 
rately printed. By the Rev. E. C. 
Brewer, LL.D. Crown 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28. 

Familiar Allusions: A Handbook 
of Miscellaneous Information ; in- 
cluding the Names of Celebrated 
Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Country 
Seats, Ruins, Churches, Ships, 
Streets, Clubs, Natural Curiosities, 
and the like. By Wm. A: Wheeler 
and Charles G. Wheeler. Demy 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Short Sayings of Great Men. With 
Historical and Explanatory Notes. 
By Saiiubl A. Bent, M.A. Demy 
Svo, doth extra 78. 6d. 
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DiCTioMAKiES, continued— 

A Dlettortaly of ttw Drama: Beins 
a eomprehensive Guide to the Plays, 
PlaTwriglits,Pla7er8, and Playhouses 
of tne United Kingdom and America, 
from the Earliest to the Present 
Times. By W. Datsnport Adams. 
A thick Tolome, crown 8vo, half- 
bound, 111. 6d. [In preparation. 

The Slang Dictionary: Etymological, 
Historical, and Anecdotal. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6f. 6d. 

Woman of the Day : A Biographical 
Dictionary. ByFBANCBsHAYs. Cr. 
8vo, cloth extra, 6l. 

Worda, Facts, and Phrasaa : A Die- 
tionajry of Curious, Quaint, and Out- 
of-the-way Matters. By Eliezer 
Edwards. New and Cheaper Issue. 
Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 7l. Sd. ; hf.-bd., 98. 

Diderot.— The Paradox of Act- 
ing. Translated, with Annotations, 
from Diderot's "Le Paradoxe sur le 
Com6dien," by Walter Herries 
Pollock. With a Preface by Henry 
I r vimo. Cr. 8vo, in parchment, 4b. 6d. 

Dobson (W. T.), Works by : 
Literary Frlvolltl6a.Fane1aa, Foil lea, 

and Frollca. Post svo, cl. Ip., 2i. 6d. 
Poatlcal Ingenultlea and Eocentrl- 

citlea. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2g. 6d. 

Doran. — Memories of our 

Great Towns ; with Anecdotic Glean- 
ings concerning their Worthies and 
their Oddities. By Dr. John Doran, 
F.S.A. With 38 Illustrations. New 
and Cheaper Ed., cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 7l. 6d. 

Drama, A Dictionary of the. 

Being a comprehensive Guide to the 
Plays, Playwrights, Players, and Play- 
houses of the United Kingdom and 
America, from the Earliest to the Pre- 
sent Times. By W. Davenport 
Adams. (Uniform with Brewer's 
" Reader's Handbook."} Crown 8vo, 
half-bound, 12l. fld. jtn preparation. 

Dramatists, The Old. Cr. 8vo, 

cl. ex., Vignette Portraits, 68. per Vol. 

Ben Jonson'e Worka. With Notes 
Critical and Exi;>lanatorv, and a Bio- 

» graphical Memoir by Wm. Gipford. 
£dit. by Col. Cunningham. 3 Vols. 

Cbapman'a Works. Complete in 
Three Vob. Vol. I. contains the 
Plays complete, including doubtful 
ones; Vol. II., Poems and Minor 
.Translations, with IntroductoryEssay 
by A. C.Swinburne; Vol. II I., Trans- 
lations of the Iliad and Odyssey. 

Marlowe'a Works. Including his 
Translations. Edited, with Notes 
and Introduction, by Col. Cunnino- 
HAM. One Vol. 



Dramatists, The Old, continued— 
Maaaingar'a Plays. From the Text of 
William Gifford. Edited by CoL 
Cunningham. One VoL 

Dyer. — The Folk - Lore of 

"Planta. By T. F. Thiselton Dter, 
M.A^ &c. Crown 8v(^ cloth extra, 
78. fi d. [In preparation. 

Early English Poets. Edited, 

with Introductions and Annotations, 
• by Rev. A. B.Grosart, D.D. Crown 
8vo, cloth boards, 6s. per Volume. 

Fletcher'a (Gilea, B,D.) Complete 
Poems. One Vol. 

Davlea' (Sir John) Complete 
Poetical Works. Two Vols. 

Herrlck'a (Robert) Complete Col- 
lected Poema Three Vols. 

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete 
Poetica l Works. Three Vols. 

Herbert (Lord) of Cherbury's Poems. 
Edited, with Introduction, by J. 
Churton Collins. Crown 8vo, 
parchment, fli. 

Edwardes(Mrs.A.), Novels by: 
A Point of Honour. Post 8vo, lUoa- 

trated boards, 28. 
Archie Lovell. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 

2s. ; crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. 

Eggleston.— Roxy: ANovel. By 
Edward Eggleston. Post 8vo, illnst. 
boards, 28. ; cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

Emanuel.— On Diamonds and 

Preoloua stones: their History, Value, 
and Properties ; with Simple Tests for 
ascertaining their Reality. By Harry 
Emanuel, F.R.G.S. With numerous 
Illustrations, tinted and plain. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 68. 

Englishman's House, The: A 

Practical Guide to all interested in 
Selecting or Building a House, with 
full Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c. 
By C. J. Richardson. Third Edition. 
N early 600 lUusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex. ,78.8d. 

Ewald (Alex. Charles, F.S.A.), 

Works by: 

Storlea from the State Papers. 
With an Autotype Facsimile. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

The Life and TImea of Prince 
Charlea Stuart, Count of Albany, 
commonly called the Young Pre> 
tender. From the State Papers and 
other Sources. New and Cheaper 
Edition, with a Portrait, crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Stud lea Re-studied: Historical 
Sketches from Original Sources. 
Demy 8vo, doth extra. 111. 
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Eyes, The.— How to Use our 

Eyes, and How to Preserve Them. By 
John Browning, F.R.A.S., &c. With 
52 lilastratiops. l8.; cloth, iB. 6d. 

Fairholt. — Tobacco: Its His- 
tory and Associations; with an Ac- 
count of the Plant and its Manu- 
facture, add its Modes of Use in all 
Ages and Countries. By F. W. Fair- 
holt, F.S.A. With Coloured Frontis- 
I>iece and upwards of 100 Illustra- 
tions by the Author. Cr. 8vo. cl.ex., 6b. 

Familiap Allusions: A Hand- 

book of Miscellaneous Information: 
including the Names of Celebrated 
Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Country 
Seats, Ruins, Churches, Ships, Streets, 
Clubs, Natural Curiosities, and the 
like. Bv William A. Wheeler, 
Author 01 " Noted Names of Fiction ; " 
and Charles G. Wheeler. Demy 
8vo. cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Faraday (Michael), Works by : 

The Chemical History of a Candle : 
Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 
Audience at the Royal Institution. 
Edited by William Crookes, F.C.S. 
Post 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous 
Illustrations, 48. 6d. 

On the Various Forces of Nature, 
and their Relations to each other: 
Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 
Audience at the Royal Institution. 
Edited by William Crookes, F.CS. 
Post 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous 
Illastrations, 48. 6d. 

Farrep. — Military Manners 

and Customs. By J. A. Farrer. 
Author of "Primitive Manners and 
Customs," &c. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
68. 

Fin-Bee. — The Cupboard 

Papers : Observations on the Art of 
Living and Dining. By Fin-Bbc. Post 
Svo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Fitzgerald (Percy), Worlds by : 

The Recreations of a Literary Man ; 
or. Does Writing Pay? With Re- 
collections of some Literary Men, 
and a View of a Literary Man's 
Working Life. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

The World Behind the Scenes. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

Little Essays: Passages from the 
Letters of Charles Lamb. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Bella Donna. | Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mrs. Tlllotson. 
Polly. 

Seventy-five Brooke Street. 
The tady of ^rantome. 



Fletcher's (Qiles, B.D.) Com* 

plete Poems: Christ's Victorie in 
Heaven, Christ's Victorie on Barth, 
Christ's Triumph over Death, ana 
Minor Poems. With Memorial-Intro- 
duction and Notes by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart, D.D. Cr. Svo, cloth bds.,68. 

Fonblanque — Filthy Lucre : A 

Novel. By Albany db Fonblanqub. 
Post Svo, illustrated boards,^. 

Francillon (R. E.), Novels by: 

Crown Svo, cloth extra. 88. 6d. each ; 

post Svo, illust boards, 28. each. 
Olympla. I Queen Cophetua. 

One by One. | A Real Queen. 



Esther's Glove, 
cover, l8. 



Fcap. Svo, picture 



French Literature, History of. 

Bv Henry Van Laun. Complete in 
3 vols., demy Svo, cl. bds., 78. 6d. each. 

Frere.— Pandurang Harl ; or, 

Memoirs of a Hindoo. With a Preface 
by Sir H. Bartle Frerb, G.C.S.I., &c. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d.; post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Friswell.— Oneof Two: A Novel. 
By Hain Friswell, Post Svo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. 

Frost (Thomas), Works by: 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 
Circus Life and Circus Celebrities. 
The Lives of the Cor\Jurers. 
The Old Showmen and the Old 
London Fairs. 

Fry.— Royal Guide to the Lon- 
don Charities, i886-e. By Herbert 
Fry. Showing; their Name, Date of 
Foundation, Objects, Income, Officials, 
&c. Published Annually. Crown Svo, 
cloth, 18. 6d. [Shortly, 

Gardening Bool<s: 

A Year's Work In Garden and Green- 
house : Practical Advice to Amateur 
Gardeners as to the Management of 
the Flower,Fniit, and Frame Garden. 
By George Glenny. Post Svo, Is. : 
cloth, 18. 6d. 

Our Kitchen Garden : The Plants we 
Grow, and How we Cook Them. 
By Tom Jerrold. Post Svo, Is.; 
cloth limp. Is. 6d. 

Household Horticulture: A Gossip 
about Flowers. By Tom and Jane 
Jerrold. Illustrated. Post Svo, Is.: 
cloth limp. Is. 6d. 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
By Tom Jerrold. Fcap. Svo, illus- 
trated cover, Is.; cloth limp, Is. 6d. 

My Garden Wild, and What I Grew 
there. By F.G. Heath. Crown SvOi 
doth OKtra, ^. ; gilt edges. 98. 
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Qaprett.— The Capel Girls : A 

Novel. By Edward Garrbtt. Post 
8vo,illust.bds.. 28. ; cr.8vo, cl.e».,88.Cd. 

Gentleman's Magazine (The) 

foi*1886. One Shilling Monthly. A 
New Serial Story, entitled ''The 
Unforeseen," by Alicb O'Hahlon, 
begins in the January Nnmber. 
"Soienca Notes,'^ by W. Mattieo 
Williams, F.R.A.S., and "Table 
Talk," by SvlvanuS Urban, are also 
continued monthly. 
%• Now ready, the Volume for July to 

Decbubbr, j984,clothextra, price Bb.^A, ; 

Cases for binding, li. each. __^ 

German Popular Stories. Col- 
lected by the Brothers Grimm, and 
Translated by Eoqar Taylor. Edited, 
with an Introduction, by John Ruskin. 
With 22 Illustrations on Steel by 
Gborob Cruikshank. Square 8vo« 
cloth extra, 6l. 6d. ; gilt edges , 7g. 6d. 

Gibbon (Charles), Novels by : 

Crown 8vOj cloth extra, Ss. 64. each ; 

ted boards, 28. each. 

In Past u res Qreen 

Braes of Yarrow. 

The Flower of the 

Forest. 
A Heart's Prob- 
lem. 
TheQoldenShaft. 
Of High Degree. 



post 8vo, iliustra 
Robin Gray. 
For Lack of Qotd. 
What will the 

World Say P 
In Honour Bound. 
In Love and War. 
For the King. 
Queeli of the 

Meadow. 



Post 8vo. illustrated boards, 8l. 
The Dead Heart. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 
Fancy Free. | Loving a Dream. 

By Mead and Stream. Three Vols., 

crown 8vo, 315. 6d. 
A Hard Knot. Three Vols., crown 8vo, 

31s. 6d. 
Heart's Delight. Three Vols., crown 

8vo, 3 IS. 6d. [_In the press, 

Gilbert (William), Novels by : 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Dr. Austin's Guests. 
The Wizard of the Mountain. 
James Duke, Costermonger. 

ailbert (W. S.), Original Plays 

by: In Two Series, each complete in 
itself, price 28. 6d. each. 

The First Series contains — The 
Wicked World — Pygmalion and Ga- 
latea — Charity — The Princess -- The 
Palace of Truth — ^Trial by Jury. 

The Second Series contains — Bro- 
ken Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts — 
Gretchen — Dau'lDruce— Tom Cobb— 
H.M.S. Pinafore— The Sorcerer— Tba 
Pirates of Penzance. 



Glenny.— A Year's Work In 

Garden and Greenhouse: Practical 
Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to 
the Management of the Flower, Fruit, 
and Frame Garden. By George 
Glenmy. Post 8v o, l8.; cloth, l8. 6d. 

Godwin.— Lives of the Necro- 
mancers. By William Godwin. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, ^ 

Golden Library, The: 

Square i6mo (Tauchnitz size), cloth 
limp, 2s. per volume. 

Bayard Taylor's Diversions of th« 
Echo Club. 

Bennett's (Dr. W. C.) Ballad History 
of England. • 

Bennett's (Dr.) Songs for Sailors. 

Byron's Don Juan. 

Godwin's (William) Lives of the 
Necromancers. 

Holmes's Autocrat of the Break- 
fast Table. With an Introduction 
by G. A. Sala. 

Holmes's Professor at the Break- 
fast Table. 

Hood's Whims and Oddities. Com- 

* plete. All the original Illustrations. 

Irvlng's (Washington) Tales ef a 
Traveller. 

Irvlng's (Washington) Tales of the 
Alhambra. 

Jesse's (Edward) Scenes and Oc- 
cupations of a Country Life. 

Lamb's Essays of Ella. Both Series 
Complete in One Vol. 

Leigh Hunt's Essays: A Tale for a 
Chimney Comer, and other Pieces, 
With Portrait, and Introduction by 
Edmund Ollier. 

Mallory's (Sir Thomas) Mort 
d'Arthur: The Stories of King 
Arthur and of the Knights of the 
Round Table. Edited by B. Mont- 

GOMBRIB RaNKIKO. 

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A New 
Translation, with Historical Intro- 
duction and Notes,byT.M'CRiE,D.D. 

Pope's Poetical Works. Complete. 

Rochefoucauld's Maxims and Moral 
Reflections. With Notes, and In- 
troductory Essay by Saintb-Beuvb. 

St. Pierre's Paul and Virginia, and 
The Indian Cottage. Edited, with 
Life, by the Rev. £. Clarke. 

Shelley's Early Poems, and Queen 
Mab. With Essay by Leiqh Hunt. 

Shelley's Later Poems: Laon and 
Cythna, &c. 

Shelley's Posthumous Poems, tiM 
Shelley Papers, &c. 



CHATTO & W INDUS, PICCADILLY. 



II 



Golden Library, The, continued— 
Shelley's Prose Works, including A 

Refutation of Deism, zastrozzi, St. 

Irwne &c 
White's ' Natural History of Sel- 

borne. Edited, with Additions, by 

Thomas Brown, F.L.S. 

Golden Treasury of Thought, 

The : An ENcvcLOPiBDiA of Quota- 
tions from Writers of all Times and 
Countries. Selected and Edited bv 
Theodore Taylor. Crown 8vo, clotn 
gilt and gilt edges, ?■. 6d. 

Gordon Cumming(C. F.),Wopk8 

by: 

In the Hebrides. With Autotype Fac- 
simile and numerous full-page lUus* 
trations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 
8b. 6d. 

In the Himalayas and on the Indian 

' Plains. With numerous Illustra- 
tions. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. 

Via Cornwall to E^ypt. With a 
Photogravure Frontispiece. Demy 
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Graham. — The Professor's 

Wife : A Storjr. By Leonard Graham. 
Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, Is.; cloth 
extra, 2s. 6d. 

Greeks and Romans, The Life 

of the, Described from Antique Monu- 
ments. By Ernst Guhl and W. 
KoNER. Translated from the Third 
German Edition, and Edited by Dr. 
F. HuEFPBR. With 545 Illustrations. 
New and Cheaper Eaition, demy 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Greenwood (James),Works by: 

The Wilds of London. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 8s. 6d. 
Low-Life Deeps : An Account of the 

Strange Fisn to be Found There. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 
Dick Temple: A Novel. Post 8vo, 

illustrated boards, 2s. 

Guyot.— The Earth and Man; 

or. Physical Geographv in its relation 
to the History of Mankind. By 
Arnold Guyot. With Additions by 
Professors Agassis, Pierce, and Gray; 
xa Maps and Engravings on Steel, 
some Coloured, and copious Index. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 48. 6d. 

Hair (The): Its Treatment in 
Health, Weakness, and Disease. 
Translated from the German of Dr. J. 
PiNcus. Crown 8vo, Is.; cloth. Is. 6a. 

Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), 

Poems by: 
Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4to, cloth 
extra, 88. 



Hake's (Dr. T. G.) Poems, continued— 
New Symbols. Cr.Svo, cloth extra, 68. 
Legends of the Morrow. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 6a. 
The Serpen'. Play. Crown Svo, cloth 

extra, 63. 

Mali.— Sketches of Irish Cha- 
racter. By Mrs. S. C. Hall. With 
numerous Illustrations on Steel and 
Wood by Maclise, Gilbert, Harvey, 
and G. Cruikshank. Medium 8vo, 
cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 6d. 

Hall Caine.>-The Shadow of a 

Crime: A Novel By Hall Caine. 
Cr. 8vo, cloth extra. 3s 6d. [Shortly , 

Halliday.— Every-day Papers. 

By Andrew Halliday. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 

JB . — 

Handwriting, The Philosophy 

of. With over 100 Facsimiles and Ex- 
planatory Text. By Don Felix ds 
Salamanca. Post 8vo, cl. limp, 28. 6d . 

Hanky-Panky: A Collection of 
Very EasyTricks,Very Difficult Tricks, 
White Nlagic, Sleight of Hand, &c. 
Edited by W. H. Cremer. With aoo 
Iliusts. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,48. 6d. 

Hardy (Lady DufTus). — Paul 

Wynter's Sacrifice: A Story. By 
Lady Duffus Hardy. Post 8vo, illust. 
boards, 2s. 

Hardy (Thomas). — Under the 

Greenwood Tree. By Thomas Hardy, 
Author of "Far from the Madding 
Crowd." Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
88. 6d, ; post 8vo, illustrated bds., 28. 

Hawels (Mrs. H. R.), Works by: 

The Art of Dress. With numerous 
Illustrations. Small 8vo, illustrated 
cover, Is. ; cloth limp. Is. 6d. 

The Art of Beauty. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
with Coloured Frontispiece and Il- 
lustrations, 6s. 

The Art of Decoration. Square 8vo, 
handsomely bound and profusely 
Illustrated, 10s. 6d. 

Chaucer for Children: A Golden 
Key. With Eight Coloured Pictures 
and numerous Woodcuts. New 
Edition, small 4to, cloth extra, 6s. 

Chaucer for Schools. Demy 8vo, 
. cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Haweis(Rev. H. R.). — American 

Humorists. Includmg Washington 
Irving, Olfver Wendell Holmes, 
James Russell Lowell, Artemus 
ward.Mark Twain, and Bret Harte. 
By the Rev. H. R. Hawbis, M.A. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 
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Hawthorne (Julian), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3t. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2i. each. 

Garth. I Sebastian Stroma. 

Ellica Quentln. I Dust. 

Princa Saroni's Wife. 

Fortune's Fool. 

Beatrix Randolph. 

Mrs. Gainsborough's DIamonda 
Fcap. 8vo, illustrated cover, ll. ; 
cloth extra, 2s. 6d. 

MIssCadogna. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
8s. 6d. each. 

IMPORTANT NEW BIOGRAPHY. 

Hawthorne (Nathaniel) and 

his wife. By Julian Hawtrornb. 
With 6 Steel-plate Portraits. Two 
Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 248. 

[Twenty-five copies of an Edition de 
Luxe, printed on the best hand-made 
paper, large 8vo size, and with India 

J>roofs of the Illustrations, are reserved 
or sale in England, price 48s. per set. 
Immediate application should be made 
by anyone desiring a copy of this 
special and very limited Edition.] 



Hays.— Women of the Day: A 

Biographical Dictionary of Notable 
Contemporaries. By Frances Hays. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 

Heath (F. G.). ~ My Garden 

wild, and What I Grew There. By 
Francis Gborgb Heath, Author of 
" The Fern World," &c. Crown 8vo, 
cl.ex., 6s. ; cl. gilt, gilt edges, Ss. 

Helps (Sir Arthur), Works by : 

Animals and their Masters. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Social Pressure. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 

2s. ed. 

Ivan de BIron : A Novel. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 38. 6(1.; post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. 

Heptalogia (The) ; o7 The 

Seven against Sense. A Cap with 
Seven Bells. C r. Svo, cloth extra, 6s . 

Herbert.— The Poems of Lord 

Herbert of Cherbury. Edited, with 
Introduction, by J. Churton Collins. 
Crown 8vo, bound in parchm ent, 8s. 

Herrlck's (Robert) Hesperides, 

Noble Numbers, ana Complete Col- 
lected Poems. With MemoriaMntro- 
dnction and Notes by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart, D.D., Steel Portrait, Indes 
of First Lines, and Glossarial Index, 
&c. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 18K • 



Hesse - Wartegg (Chevalier 

Ernst vonX Works by : 

Tunis: The Land and the People. 
With 22 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

The New South-West: Travelling 
Sketches from Kansas, New Mexico, 
Arizona, and Northern Mexico. 
With lOO fine Illustrations and Three 
Maps. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 
I4s. [.In preparation. 

Hindley (Charles), Works by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d. each. 

Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings : In- 
cluding the Origin of Signs, and 
Reminiscences connected with 
Taverns. Coffee Houses, Qnbs, &c. 
With Illustrations. 

The Life and Adventures of a Cheap 
Jack. By One of the Fraternity. 
Edited by Charles Hindley. 

Hoey.— The Lover's Creed. 

By Mrs. Cashbl Hobv. With i2 Illus- 
trations by P. MacNab. Three Vols., 
crown 8vo, 31s. 6d. 

Holmes (O.Wendell), Works by : 

The Autocrat of the Breakfast- 
Table. Illustrated by J. Gordon 
Thomson. Post 8vo, cloth limp. 
2s. 6d.; another Edition in smaller 
tvpe, with an Introduction by G. A. 
Sala. Post Svo, cloth limp, 2b. 

The Professor at the Breakfast- 
Table ; with the Story of Iris. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 

Holmes. — The Science of 

Voice Production and Voice Preser- 
vation: A Popular Manual for the 
Use of Speakers and Singers. By 
Gordon Holmes, M.D. With lUus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, Is. ; cloth. Is. 6d. 

Hood (Thomas): 

Hood'e Choice Works, in Prose and 
Verse. Including the Cream of the 
Comic Annuals. With Life of the 
Author, Portrait, and aoo Illustra- 
tions. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Hood's Whims and Oddities. Com- 
plete. With all the original Illus- 
trations. Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 

Hood (Tom), Works by: 

From Nowhere to the North Pole: 
A Noah's Arkaeological Narrative. 
With 25 Illustrations by W. Brun- 
TON and E. C Barnes. Square 
crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 6s. 

A Golden Heart : A Novel. Post Svo, 
illustrated boards. Si, 
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Hook's (Theodore) Choice Hu- 

mopous Wopk8, including his Ludi- 
crous Adventures^Bons Mots, Puns and 
Hoaxes. With a New Life of the 
Author, Portraits, Facsimiles, and 
Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex t ra, gilt, 7a. 6d. 

Hooper. — The House of Raby : 

A Novel. By Mrs. Georgb Hoopbr. 
Post 8vo, ill ustr ated boards, 2g. 

Home. — Orion : An Epic Poem, 
in Three Books. By Richard Hbn- 
GisT Horns. With Photographic 
Portrait from a Medallion by Sum- 
MBRS. Tenth Bdition, crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7l. 

Howell.— Conflicts of Capital 

and Labour, Historically and Eco- 
nomically considered: Being a His- 
tory and Review of the Trade Unions 
of Great Britain, showing their Origin, 
Progress, Constitution, and Objects, in 
their Political, Social, Economical, 
and Industrial Aspects. By Georgb 
Howell. Cr. Bvo, cloth extra, 7g. 6d. 

Hugo. — The Hunchback of 

Notre Dame. By Victor Hugo. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2a. 

Hunt.— Essays by Leigh Hunt. 

A Tale for a Chimney Comer, and 
other Pieces. With Portrait and In- 
troduction by Edmund Olubr. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 2g. 

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2b. each. 

Thornlcroft's Model. 

The Leaden Casket. 

Self-Condemned. 

Ingelow.— Fated to be Free : A 

Novel. By Jean Ingblow. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d.; post 8vO', 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Irish Wit and Humour, Songs 

of. Collected and Edited bjr A. Perce- 
VAL Graves. Post 8vo, cl. limp, 28^ 6d. 

Irving (Washington),Works by: 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. each. 
Talee of a Traveller. 
Talee of the Alhambra . 

Janvier.— Practical Keramics 

for Students. By Catherine A. 
Janvier. Crown 8vo, cloth e xtr a, 6s. 

Jay (Harriett), Novels by. Each 

crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; or post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

The Dark Colleen. 

The Queen of Con naught. 



JefTeries (Richard), Works by: 

Nature near London. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 68. 
The Life of the Flelde. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 68. 

Jennings (H. J.), Works by: 

Curiosities of Criticism. PostSvo, 
cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Lord Tennyson: A Biographical 
Sketch, with a Photograph-Por- 
trait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6a. 

Jennings (Hargrave). — The 

Roslcruclans: Their Rites and Mys- 
teries. With Chapters on the Ancient 
Fire and Serpent Worshippers. By 
Hargrave Jbnninos. With Five full- 
page Plates and upwards of 300 Illus- 
trations. A New Sdition, crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Jerrold (Tom), Works by : 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
By Tom Jerrold. Fcap. 8vo, illus- 
trated cover, l8. ; cloth limp, l8. 6d. 

Household Horticulture: A Gossip 
about Flowers. By Tom and Jane 
Jerrold. Illustrated. Post8vo, l8. ; 
cloth, 18. 6d. 

Our Kitchen Garden: The Plants 
we Grow, and How we Cook Them. 
By Tom Jerrold. Post 8vo, l8. ; 
cloth li mp , l8. 6d . 

Jesse.— Scenes and Occupa- 
tions of a Country Life. By Edward 
Jesse. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Jones (Wm., F.S.A.), Works by: 

Finger-Ring Lore: Historical, Le- 
gendary, and Anecdotal. With over 
200 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 78. 6d. 

Credulities, Past and Present; in- 
cluding the Sea and Seamen, Miners, 
Talismans, Word and Letter Divina- 
tion, Exorcising and Blessing of 
Animals, Birds, Eg^s, Luck, &c. 
With an Etched Frontispiece. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Crowns and Coronations : A History 
of Regalia in all Times and Coun- 
tries. With One Hundred lUus- 
trations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Jonson's (Ben) Works. With 

Notes Critical and Explanatory, and 
a Biographical Memoir bv William 
GiFFORD. Edited by Coionel Cun- 
ningham. Three Vols., crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 188. ; or separately, 68. each. 

Josephu8,TheCompletcWorks 

of. Translated by Whiston. Con- 
taining both *'The Antiquities of the 
Jews " and " The Wars of the Jews." 
Two Vols., 8vo, With 52 Illustrations 
and Maps, cloth extra; z^t, 148. 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Kavana^h The Pearl Foun- 
tain, and other Fairy Stories. By 
Bridget and Julia Kavanagh. With 
Thirty Illustrations by J. Moyr Smith. 
Small 8vo, cloth gilt, Gt. 

Kempt.— Pencil and Palette: 

Chapters on Art and Artists. By Robert 
Kempt. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

KIngsley (Henry), Novels by : 

Each crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d. ; 
or post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Oakahott Ciiatle. | N u m bar Seventeen 

Knlght.—The Patient's Vade 

Mecum: How to get most Benefit 
from Medical Advice. By William 
Knight, M.R.C.S., and Edward 
Knight, L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, Is.; 
cloth, Is. 6d. 

Lamb (Charles) : 
Mary and Charles Lamb: Their 
Poemsj Letters, and Remains. With 
Reminiscences and Notes by W. 
Carbw Hazlitt. With Hancock's 
Portrait of the Essayist, Facsimiles 
of the Title-pages ot the rare Furst 
Editions of Lamb's and Coleridge's 
Works, and numerous Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 10s. 6d. 

Lamb's Complete Works, in Prose 
and Verse, reprinted from the Ori- 
ginal Editions, with many Pieces 
hitherto unpublished. Edited, with 
Notes and Introduction, by R. H. 
Shepherd. With Two Portraits and 
Facsimile of Page of the ** Essay on 
Roast Pig.*' Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

The Essays of Ella. Complete Edi- 
tion. PQSt 8vo, cloth extra, 2s. 

Poetry for Children, and Prince 
Dorus. By Charles Lamb. Care- 
fully reprinted from unique copies. 
Small 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Little Essays : Sketches and Charac- 
ters. By Charles Lamb. Selected 
from his Letters bv Percy Fitz- 
gerald. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Lane's Arabian Nights, &c.: 

The Thousand and One Nights: 
commonly called, in England, ** The 
Arabian Nights' Entertain- 
ments." A New Translation from 
the Arabic, with copious Notes, by 
• Edward William Lane. Illustrated 
by many hundred Engravings on 
wood, irom Original Designs by 
Wm. Harvet. a New Edition, from 
a Copy annotated by the Translator, 
edited by his Nephew, Edward 
Stanley Poole. with a Preface by 
Stanley Lane- Poole. Three Vols., 
demy 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each. 



Lane's Arabian Nights, continued — 

Arabian Society In the Middle Ages: 
Studies from "The Thousand and 
One Nights." By Edward William 
Lane, Authrr of "The Modem 
Egyptians," •«. Edited by Stanley 
Lane-Poole. Cr.Svo.cIoth extra, 68. 

Lares and Penates; or, The 

Background of Life. By Florbncb 
Caddy. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs. 

Larwood (Jacob), Works by : 

The Story of the London Parks. 
With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 38. 6d. 

Clerical Anecdotes. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Forensic Anecdotes Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Theatrical Anecdotes. Post 8vo,cIotb 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Leigh (Henry S.), Works by: 

Carols of Cockayne. With nnmerons 
Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 
2s. 6d. 

Jeux d'Esprlt. Collected and Edited 
by Henry S. Leigh. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Life In London ; or, The History 

of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian 
Tom. With the whole of Cruik- 
shank's Illustrations, in Colours, after 
the Originals. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
78. 6d. 

Linton (E. Lynn), Works by : 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. Gd. each. 
Witch Stories. 

The True Story of Joshua Davidson. 
Ourselves: Essays on Women. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d. each ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Patricia Kemball. 

The Atonement of Learn Dundas. • 

The World Well Lost. 

Under which Lord P 

With a Silken Thread. 

The Rebel of the Family. 

" My Love 1 " 

lone. 

Locks and Keys. — On the De- 
velopment and Distribution of Primi- 
tive Locks and Keys. By Lieut.-Gen. 
Pitt-Rivers, F.R.S. With numerous 
Illustrations. Demy ^to, half Rox- 
barghe, 16b. 
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Longfellow : 

Longfbtlow'8 Complete Prose Works. 

Inclading "Outre Mer,'* "Hyper- 
ion," " Kavanagh," " The Poefsand 
Poetry of Europe," and " Driftwood." 
With Portrait and Illustrations by 
Valektine Bromley. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6cl. 

Longfellow's Poetical Works. Care- 
fully Reprinted from the Original 
Editions. With numerous fine Illus- 
trations on Steel and Wood. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Long Life, Aids to: A Medical, 
Dietetic, and General Guide in 
Health and Disease; By N. £. 
Davies, L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, 2s; 
cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Lucy .^Gideon Fleyce: A Novel. 

By Henry W. Lucy. Crown Svo, 
cl. extra, 3s. 6d.; post Svo, illust bds.,28. 

Luslad (The) of Camoens. 

Translated into English Spenserian 
Verse by Robert JFfrench Duff. 
Demy Svo, with Fourteen full-page 
Plates, cloth boards, 18s. 

McCarthy (Justin, M.P.),Wo7ks 

by: 

A History of Gup Own Times, from 
the Accession of Queen Victoria to 
the General Election of i8?o. Four 
Vols, demy 8vo, cloth extra, 128. 
each. — Also a Popular Edition, in 
Four Vols. cr. Svo, cl. extra, 6s. each. 

A Short History of Our Own Times. 
One Vol., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

History of the Four Georges. Four 
Vols, demy Svo, cloth extra, 12s. 
each. [Vol. I. now ready. 

Crown 8vOj cloth extra, Ss. 6d. each ; 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Dear Lady Disdain. 

The Waterdale Neighbours. 

My Enemy's Daughter. 

A Fair Saxon. 

LInley Rochford 

Miss Misanthrope. 

Donna Quixote. 

The Comet of a Season, 

Maid of Athens. 



MacDonald (George, LL.D.), 

Works by : 
. The Princess and Curdle. With zx 
Illustrations by James Allen. Small 
crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 
Guttapercha Willie, the Working 
Genius. With g Illustrations bv 
Arthur Hughes. Square Svo, clotn 
extra, 38. 6d. 

Paul Faber, Surgeon. With a Fron- 
tispiece by J. £. MiLLAis. Crown 
Svo, fcloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 

Thomas WIngfold, Curate. With a 
Frontispiece by C. J. Staniland. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. 



McCarthy (Justin H., M.P.), 
Works by: 
An Outllneof the History of Ireland, 

from the Earliest Times to the Pre- 
sent Day. Cr. Svo, Is. ; cloth. Is. 6d. 

England under Gladstone. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 68. 



Macdonel I.— Quaker Cousins: 

A Novel. Bv Agnks Macdonell. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Macgregor. — Pastimes and 

Players. Notes on Popular Games. 
By Robert Macgregor. Post Svo, 
cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Macllse Portrait-Gallery (The) 

of Illustrious Literary Characters; 
with Memoirs — Bioeraphical, Critical, 
Bibliographical, anof Anecdotal— illus- 
trative of the Literature of the former 
half of the Present Century. By 
William Bates, B.A. With 8s Por- 
traits printed on an India Tint. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Macquold (Mrs.), Works by : 

in the Ardennes. With 50 fine Illus- 
trations by Thomas R. Macquoid. 
Square Svo, cloth extra, lOs. 6d. 

Pictures and Legends from Nor- 
mandy and Brittany. With numer- 
ous Illustrations by Thomas R. 
Macquoid. Square Svo, cloth gilt, 
lOs. 6d. 

Through Normandy. With 90 Illus- 
trations by T. R. Macquoid. Square 
Svo,' cloth extra, 7s. Gd. 

Through Brittany. With numerous 
Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid. 
Square Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

About Yorkshire. With 67 Illustra- 
tions by T. R. Macquoid, Engraved 
by Swain. Square Svo, cloth extra, 
lOs. 6d. 

The Evil Eye, and other Stories. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Lost Rose, and other Stories. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. ; post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 
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Mackay. — Interludes and Un- 
dertones: or, Music at Twilight. By 
Charles Mackay, LL.D. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 6l. 

Magio Lantern (The), and its 

Management: including Full Prac- 
tical Directions for producing the 
Limeli^t, making Oxygen Gas, and 

?reparmg Lantern Slides. By T. C. 
IspwoRTH. With 10 Illustrations. 
_Crown 8vo, li. ; cloth , I g. 6d. 

Magician's Own Book (The): 

Performances with Cups ana Balls. 
Eggs, Hats, Handkerchiefs, &c. All 
from actual Experience. Edited by 
W. H. Cremkv. Withaoo Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4b. 6d. 

Magic No Mystery : Tricks with 
Cards, Dice, Balls. &&, with fully 
descriptive Directions; the Art of 
Secret Writing ; Training of Perform- 
ing Animals, ftc. With Coloured 
Frontispiece and many Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d. 

Magna Charta. An exact Fac- 
simile of the Original in the British 
Museum, printed on fine plate paper, 
3 feet by a feet, with Arms and Seals 
emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 
Price Ss. 

Mallock (W. H.), Works by: 

The New Republic; or, Culture, Faith 
and Philosophv in an English Country 
House. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2b. 6d. ; 
Cheap Edition, illustrated boards, 2b. 

The New Paul and Virginia; or, Posi- 
tivism on an Island. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 2b. 6d. 

Poems. Small 4to, bound in porch- 
ment, 6b. 

Is Life worth Living? Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 6b. 

Mai lory's (Sir Thomas) Mort 

d'Arthur : The Stories of King Arthur 
and of the Knights of the Round Table. 
Edited by B. Montgombrib Ranking. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2b. 

Marlowe's Works. Inclnding 

his Translations. Edited, with Notes 
and Introduction, by Col. Cunning- 
HAM. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, te. 

Marry at (Florence), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, SB. 6d.eachi or, 
post 8vo^ illustrated boards, 28. 

Open ! Seecune ! 

Written in Fire. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2b. each. 
A Harvest of Wild Oats. 
A Little Stepson. 
Fighting the Air. 



Masterman. — Half a Dozen 

Daughters: A Novel. ByT. Mastbr- 
MAH . Post 8vo, ill ustrated Doards, 2b . 

Mark Twain, Works by: 

The Choice Worke of Mark Twain. 
Revised and Corrected throughout by 
the Author. With Life, Portrait, and 
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7b. 6d. ' 

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. 
With iix Illustrations. Crown 8vo, | 
cloth extra, 7b. 6d. t 

\* Also a Cheap iEdition, post 8vo, I 
illustrated boards, 2s. f 

An Idle Excurslon,and other Sketches. ' 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2b. 

The Prince and the Pauper. With 
nearly 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7b. 6d. 

The Innocents Abroad ; or. The New 
Pilgrim's Progress : Being some Ac- 
count of the Steamship " Quaker 
City's" Pleasure Excursion to 
Europe and the Holy Land. With 
934 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. Chbap Edition (under 
the title of" Mark Twain*s Plbasurx 
Trip **), post 8vo, illnst. boards. SS. 

Roughing It, and The Innocents at 
Home. With 200 Illustrations hj 
F. A. Eraser. Crown 8vo, clotn 
extra, 78. 6d. 

The Glided Age. By Mark Twain 
and Charles Dudley Warkbr. 
With 212 Illustrations by T. Coppin. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7B. 6d. 

A Tramp Abroad. Wim3X4llln8tra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. Od.; 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

The stolen White Elephant, Ao. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, w. ; post 8to, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Life on the Mieslsslppl. With aboat 
300 Original Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, doth extra, 78. 6d. 

The Adventures of Huckleberry 
Finn. With 174 Illustrations by 
£. W. Kemblb. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extr a, 7b. 6 d. 

Masslnger's Plays. From the 

Text of William Gifford. Edited 
bv Col. Cunningham. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 68. 

IVI ay hew.— London Characters 

and the Humorous Side of London 
Life. By Henry Mayhbw. With 
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo^ 
cloth extra, 88. 6d. 

Mayfalr Library, The: 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2b. 6d. per Volame. 
A Journey Round My Room. By 

Xavtrr de Maistre. Translated 

by Henry Attwell. 
Latter-Day Lyrics. Editsd by W. 

Davenport Adams. 
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Matfaib Library, continued^ 

Quips and Quiddities. Selected by 
W. Davenport Adams. 

The Agony Column of "The Times," 
from 1800 to 1870. Edited, with an 
Introduction, by Alios Clay. 

Balzac's "Comedle Humalne" and 

its Author. With Translations by 

H. H. Walker. 
Melancholy Anatomised : A Popular 

Abridgment of "Burton's Anatomy 

of Melancboly." 
Qastponomy as a Fine Art. By 

Brillat-Satarin . 
The Speeches of Charles Dickens. 
Literary Frivolities. Fancies, Follies, 

and Frolics. By W. T. Dobson. 
Poetical Ingenuities and Eccentrlcl* 

ties. Selected and Edited by W. T. 

DOBSON. 

The Cupboard Papers. By Fin*Bbc. 

Original Plays by W. S. Gilbert. 
First Sbribs. Containing: The 
Wicked World ^ — Prgmalion and 
Galatea— Charity— The Princess — 
The Palace of Truth— Trial by Jury. 

Original Plays by W. S. Gilbert. 
Second Series. Containing : Broken 
Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts — 
Gretchen— Danu Druce— Tom Cobb 
— H.M.S. Pinafore — The Sorcerer 
— ^The Pirates of Penzance. 

8ongs of Irish Wit and Humour. 
Collected and Edited by A. Perceval 
Graves. 

Animals and their IMasters. By Sir 
Arthur Helps. 

Social Pressure. By Sir A. Helps. 

Curiosities of Criticism. By Hbmry 
J. Jennings. 

The Autocrat of the Breakfiast-Table. 
By Oliver Wendell Holmes. Il- 
lustrated by J. Gordon Thomson. 

Pencil and Palette. By Robert 
Kempt. 

Little Essays : Sketches and Charac- 
ters. By Chas. Lamb. Selected from 
his Letters by Percy Fitzgerald. 

Clerical Anecdotes. By Jacob Lar- 

WOOD. 

Forensio Anecdotes: or, Humour and 
Curiosities of the Law and Men of 
Law. By Jacob Larwood. 

Theatrical Anecdotes. By Jacob 
Larwood. 

Carols of Cockayne. By Henry S. 

Jeux d'Esprlt. Edited by Henry S. 

Leigh. 
True History of Joshua Davidson. 

By E. Lynn Linton. 
Witch Storlee. By E. Lynn Linton. 
Ourselves: Essays on Women. By 

E. Lynn Linton. 
Pastimes and Player*. By Robert 

Macgregos. 



Mayfair Library, cdntinued-' 

The New Paul and Virginia. By 

W. H. Mallock. [lock. 

The New Republic. By W. H. Mal- 
Puck on Pegasus. By H.Cholmondb- 

ley-Pennell. 
Pegasus Re-Saddied. Bv H. Chol- 

mondeley-Pennell. Illustrated by 

George Du Maurier. 
Muses of Mayfair. Edited by H. 

Cholmondelby-Pennbll. 
Thoreau : His Life and Aims. By 

H. A. Page. 
Punlana. By the Hon. Hugh Rowley. 
More Punlana. By the^Hon. Hugh 

Rowley. 
The Philosophy of Handwriting. By 

Don Felix de Salamanca. 
By Stream and Sea. By William 

Senior. [Thornbury. 

Old Stories Re-told. By Walter 
Leaves fhom a Naturalist's Note- 

Book. By Dr. Andrew Wilson. 

Medicine, Family.— One Thou- 
sand Medical Maxims and Surgical 
Hints, for Infancy, Adult Life, Middle 
Age, and Old Age. By N. E. Davibs, 
L.R.C.P. Lond. Cr. 8vo, Is. ; cl., U. 6d. 

Merry Circle (The) : A Book of 
New Intellectual Games and Amuse- 
ments. By Clara Bellew. With 
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 4g. 6d« 

Mexican Mustang (pri aJT 

Through Texas, from the Gulf to the 
Rio Grande. A New Book of Ameri- 
can Humour. By Alex. E. Sweet and 
J. Armoy Knox, Editors of "Texas 
Siftings.'* 265 lUusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth 
extra, 7b. 6d. 

Mlddlemass (Jean), Novels by: 

Touch and Go. Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, 3s.6d.; post8vo, illust. bds., 2b. 

Mr. DorilHon. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2b . 

Miller. — Physiology for the 

Yountf: or, The House of Life: Hu- 
man Physiology, with its application 
to the Preservation of Health. For 
use in Classes and Popular Reading. 
With numerous Illustrations. By Mrs. 
F. Fenwick Miller. Small 8vo. cloth 
limp^ 28. 6(1. 

Milton (J. L), Works by: 
The Hygfene of the Skin. A Concise 

Set of Rules for the Management of 

the Skrn ; with Directions for Diet 

Wines, Soaps, Baths, &c. Small 8vo! 

Is. ; cloth extra, l8. 6d. 
The Bath In Diseases of the Skin. 

Small 8vo, l8. ; cloth extra, 1b. 6d. 
The Laws of Life, and their Relation 

to Diseases of the Skin. Small 8vo, 

li. ; cloth extra. Is. 6d. 
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Moncrletr. — The Abdioatlon ; 

or, Time Tries All. An Historical 
Drama. By W. D. Scott-Moncrieff. 
With Seven Etchings by John Pettie, 
R.A., W. Q. Orchardson, RA., J. 
MacWhirtek, A.R.A., Colin Hunter, 
R. Macbeth, and Tom Graham. Large 
4to, bound in buckram, 21a. 

Murray (D. Christie), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo,cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

A Life's Atonement. 

A Model Father. 

Joseph's Coat. 

Coals of Fire. 

By the Gate of the Sea. 

Val Strange. 

Hearts. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 

The Way of the World. 

A Bit of Human Nature. ^ 

North Italian Folk. By Mrs. 
CoMYNS Carr. Illust. by Randolph. 
Caldbcott. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 
78.61. 

Number Nip ^Stories about), 

the Spirit of tne Giant Mountains. 
Retola for Children bjr Walter 
Grahame. With Illustrations by J. 
MoYR Smith. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 
g s. 

Nursery Hints: A Mother's 

Guide in Health and Disease. By N. 
£. Davies, L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, l8. ; 
clot^i, 18. Sd. 

Oliphant. — Whiteladles: A 

Novel. With Illustrations by Arthur 
Hopkins and Henry Woods. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d.; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

O'Connor. — Lord Beaoonsfield 

A Biography. By T. P. O'Connor, M.P. 
Sixth Edition, with a New Preface, 
bringing the work down to the Death 
of Lord Beaconsfield. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7 3. 6d. 

O'Reilly.— Phoebe's Fortunes : 

A Novel. With Illustrations by Henry 
Tuc k. Post 8vo, illus trated boards, 2s. 

O'Shaughnessy (Arth.), Works 

by: 

Songb of a Worker. Fcap. 8vo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. 

Music and Moonlight. Fcap. 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Lays of France. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 10b. 6d. 



Oulda, Novels by. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 68. each ; post Svo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. each. 



Held In Bondage. 

Strath more. 

Chandoe. 

Under Two Flags. 

Cecil Castle- 
malne's Gage. 

Idalla. 
Tricotrln. 
Puck. 

Folle Farlne. 
TwoLlttleWooden 
Shoes. 

A Dog of Flanders. 



Pascarel. 

SIgna. 

In a Winter Cltyi 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Pipistrello 

A Village Com- 
mune. 

BImbl. 

in Maremma. 

Wanda. 

Frescoes. 



BImbi : Presentation Edition. Sq. 
Svo, cloth gilt, cinnamon edges. 
78. 6d. * 

Princess Napraxine. New and 
Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 68. 

Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos. Selected 
from the Works of Ouida by F. 
Sydney Morris. Small crown 8vo^ 
cloth extra, 6s. 

Page (H. A.), Works by : 

Thoreau : His Life and Aims : A Study. 
With a Portrait. Post Svo, doth 
limp, 2s. 6d. 

Lights on the Way : Some Tales with- 
m a Tale. By the late J. H. Alex- 
ander, B.A. Edited by H. A. Page 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6b. 



Pascal's Provincial Letters. A 

New Translation, with Historical In- 
troduction and Notes, by T. M'Crie, 
D.D. Post Svo, cloth limp, 28. 

Patient's (The) Vade IVIecum : 

How to get most Benefit from Medi- 
cal Advice. By William Knight, 
M.R.C.S., and Edward Knight, 
L.R.C.P. Crown Svo, Is.; cloth, l8.6d. 

Paul Ferroll : 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Paul Ferroll : A Novel. 
Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife. 

Paul.^Gentle and Simple. By 

Margaret Agnes Paul. With a 
Frontispiece by Helen Paterson. 
Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. ; post Svo. 
illustrated boards, 2», 



CHATTO S* WINDUS, PICCADILLY. 



19 



Payn (James), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Lost Sir Maaslngberd. 

The Beat of Husbands. 

Walter'8 Word. 

Halves. I Fallen Fortunes. 

What He Cost Her. 

Less Black than we're Painted. 

By Proxy. I High Spirits. 

Under One Roof. | Carlyon's Year. 

A Confidential Agent. 

Some Private Views. 

A Grape from a Thorn. 

For Cash Only. [ From Exile. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

A Perfect Treasure. 

Bent I nek's Tutor. 

Murphy's Master. 

A County Family. 

At Her Mercy. 

A Woman's Vengeance. 

Cecil's Tryst. 

The Clyfl^rds of Clyffe. 

The Family Scapegrace 

The Foster Brothers. 

Found Dead. 

Gwendoline's Harvest. 

Humorous Stories. 

Like Father, Like Son. 

A Marine Residence. 

Married Beneath Him. 

Mirk Abbey. 

Not Wooed, but Won. 

Two Hundred Pounds Reward. 

Kit: A Memory. 

The Cano n's Ward. 

In Peril and Privation : A Book for 
Boys. With numerous lUustra' 
tions. Crown Svo, 68. [Preparing, 



Pennell (H. Cholmondeley), 

Works by: Post 8vo, cloth limp, 
28. 6d. eacn. 

Puck on Pegasus. With Illustrations. 

The Muses of Mayfalr. Vers de 
Soci^t6, Selected and Edited by H. 
C. Pennell. 

Pegasus Re-Saddled. With Ten full- 
page lUusts. by G. Du Maurier. 

Phelps.'Beyond the Gates. 

By Elizabeth Stuart Phelps, 
Author of "The Gates Ajar." Crown 
9vo, cloth extra, 28. 6d. 



PIrkis (Mrs. C. L.) Novels by: 
Trooping with Crows. Fcap. 8vo, 

picture cover, Is. 
Lady Lovelace. Three Vols., cr. 8vo, 
315. 6d. 

Planciie (J. R.), Works by: 

The Cyolopaedta of Costume ; or, 
A Dictionary of Dress— Regal, Es- 
clesiastical, Civil, and Military— from 
the Earliest Period in England to the 
Reign of George the Third. Includ- 
ing Notices of Contemporaneous 
Fashions on the Continent, and a 
General History of the Costumes of 
the Principal Countries of Europe. 
Two Vols., demy 4to, half morocco 
profusely Illustrated with Coloured 
and Plain Plates and Woodcuts, 
£7 78. The Vols, may also be had 
separately (each complete in itself) 
at £3 138. 6d. each : Vol. I. Thb 
Dictionary. Vol. II. A General 
History of Costume in Europe. 

The Pursuivant of Arms ; or. Her- 
aldry Founded upon Facts. With 
Coloured Frontispiece and aoo Illus- 
trations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Songs and Poems, from 1819 to 1879. 
Edited, with an Introduction, by bis 
Daughter, Mrs. Mackarness. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Play-time: Sayings and Doings 
of Baby-land. By E. Stanford. Large 
4to, handsomely printed in Colours, 68. 

Plutarch's Lives of Illustrious 

Men. Translated from the Greek, 
with Notes Critical and Historical, and 
a Life of Plutarch, by John and 
William Lanqhorne. Two Vols., 
Svo, cloth extra, wi th Portraits, 108. 6d. 

Poe (Edgar Allan):— 

The Choice Works, in Prose and 
Poetry, of Edgar Allan Poe. With 
an Introductory Essay by Charles 
Baudelaire, Portrait and Fac- 
similes. Crown Svo, cl. extra, 7s. fid. 

The Mystery of Marie Roget. and 
other Stories. Post Svo, illust.bds.,28. 



Pope's Poetical Works. Com- 

plete in One Vol. Post Svo, cl. limp, 2s. 

Power.— Phlllstia: A Novel. By 

Cecil Power. Three Vols., cr. Svo, 
31S. 6d. 

Price~(E. C), Novels by : 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. fid. ; post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 28. 
Valentlna. | The Foreigners. 

Mrs. Lancaster's Rival. 

Gerald. Three Vols., cr. Svo, 3xs. 6d, 
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Ppoctop (RIchd. A.), Works by : 

Flowers of the Sky. With 55 Illnsts. 
SbulU crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d. 

Easy Star Lessons. With Sur Maps 
for Every Night in the Year, Draw- 
ings of the Constellations, &c. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ftk 

Familiar Solenca Studies. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7l. 6d. 

Rough Ways made Smooth: A 
Series of Familiar Essays on Scien- 
tific Snbjects. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra,6B. 

Our Place among Infinities : A Series 
of Essays contrasting our Little 
Abode in Space and 'Hme with the 
Infinities Aronnd ns. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 61. 

The Expanse of Heaven : A Series 
of Essays on the Wonders of the 
Firmament. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6b. 

Saturn and Its System. New and 
Revised Edition, with 13 Steel Plates. 
Demy 8vo, cloth extra, lOl. 6d. 

The Great Pyramid : Observatory, 
Tomb, and Temple. With Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 61. 

Mysteries of Time and Space. With 
lUusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7l. Od. 

The Universe of Suns, and other 
Science Gleanings. With numerous 
Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Usages and Wants of Science 
Workere. Crown 8vo, Is. 6d. 

Pyrotechnlst'sTreasury(The); 

or, Complete Art of Making Fireworks. 
By Thomas Kentish. With numerous 
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 48. Bd. 

Rabelais' Works. Faithfully 
Translated from the French, with 
variorum Notes, and numerous charac- 
teristic Illustrations by Gustavb 
DorA. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Ram bosson.— Popular Astro- 
nomy. By J. Rambosson, Laureate 
of the Institute of France. Trans- 
lated bv C. B. Pitman. Crown 8vo, 
cloth gilt, with numerous Illustrations, 
and a beautifully executed Chart of 
Spectra, 7s. 6d. 



Reader's Handbook (The) of 

Allusions, References, Plots, and 
Stories. By the Rev. Dr. Brewer. 
Fourth Edition, revised throughout, 
with a New Appendix, containmg a 
Complete English Bibliography. 
Cr. 8vo, 1,400 pages, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Richardson. — A Ministry of 

Health, and other Papers. By Ben- 
jamin Ward Richardson, M.D., &c. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 



Reade (Charles, D.C.L.), Novels 

by. Post 8vo, illust., bds., Ss. each ; 

or cr. 8vo, cl. ex., illnst4)s. 6d. each. 
Peg Wofflngton. Illustrated by S. L. 

<1«ILDBS, K.JSLA, 
Christie Johnstone. Illustrated by 

William Small. 
It la Never Too Late to Mend. Il- 
lustrated by G. J. PxNWSLL. 
The Course of True Love Never did 

run Smooth. Illustrated by Helen 

Paterson. 
The Autobiography of a Thief; Jack 

of all Trades; and James Lambert. 

Illustrated by Matt Stretch. 
Love me Little, Love me Long. Il- 
lustrated by M. Ellen Edwards. 
The Double Marriage. Illust. by Sir 

John Gilbert, R.A.. and C. Keenb. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. Il- 
lustrated by Charles Keenb. 
Hard Cash. Illust. by F. W. Lawson. 
Grimth Gaunt. Illustrated by S. L. 

FiLDBS, A.R.A., and Wm. Small. 
Foul Play. Illust. by Du Maurier. 
Put Yourself In Hie Place. lUus- 

trated by Robert Barnes. 
A Terrible Temptation. Illustrated 

by Edw. Hughes and A. W. Cooper. 

. The Wandering Heir. Illustrated by 

H. Paterson, S. L. Fildes, A.R.A., 

C. Green, and H. Woods, A.R.A. 
A Simpleton. Illustrated by Kate 

Cracforo. 
A Woman-Hater. lUttstrated by 

Thos. Couldbry. 
Readiana. With a Steel-plate Portrait 

of Charles Reade. 
Singleheart and Doubleface: A 

Mattsr-of-fact Romance. Illustrated 

by P. MacNab. 
Good Stories of Men and other 

Animals. Illustrated by E. A. Abbey, 

Percy Macquoid, and Joseph Nash. 
The Jilt, and other Stories. Illustrated 

by Joseph Nash. 

Riddell (IVIrs. J. H.), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Her MotheKe Darling. 

The Prince of Wales's Garden Party. 

Weird stories. 

The Uninhabited House. 

Fairy Water. 

Rimmer (Alfred), Works by : 

Our Old Country Towns. With over 

SO Illusts. Sq. 8vo, cloth gilt, lOs. 6d. 
Ramblee Round Eton and Harrow. 

50 Illusts. Sq. 8vo, (^th gilt, lOs. 6d. 
About England with Dickens. With 

58IllustsToyALPRSDRiMMER and C. A. 

Vanderhoof. Sq.8vo,cl.gilt,10i.6d 
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Robinson (F. W.^, Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Women are Strange. 
The Hands of Justice. 

Robinson (Phil), Works by: 

The Poets' Birds. Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, 78. 6d. 
The Poets' Beasts. Crown Svo, cloth 

extra, 78. 60. [/» the press, 

Robinson Crusoe: A beautiful 

rei>rodQction of Minor's Edition, with 
37 Woodcuts and Two Steel Plates bv 
Gborob Cruikshank, choicelv printea. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6a. A few 
Large*Paper copies, pnnted on hand- 
made paper, with India proofs of the 
Illustrations, price 36s. 

Rochefoucauld's Maxims and 

Moral Reflections. With Notes, and 
an Introductory Essay by Saintb- 
Bbuvb. Post Svo, cloth limp, 28. 

Roll of Battle Abbey, The ; or. 

A list of the Principal Warriors who 
caim over from Normandy with Wil- 
liam the Conqueror, and Settled in 
this Country, a.d. 1066-7. With the 
principal Arms emblazoned in Gold 
and Colours. Handsomely printed, 58. 

Rowley (Hon. Hugh), Works by: 

Post Svo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. each. 

Puniana: Riddles and Jolces. With 

numerous Illustrations. 
More Puniana. Profusely Illustrated. 

Russell (W. Clark), Works by: 

Round the Galley-Fire. Crown Svo. 

cloth extra, 6b. ; post Svo, illustrated 

boards, 28. 
On the Fo'lt'sle Head : A Collection 

of Yarns and Sea Descriptions. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

8ala Gaslight and Daylight. 

By Gborob Augustus Sala. Post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Sanson. — Seven Generations 

of Executioners: Memoirs of the 
Sanson Family (168S to ZS47). Edited 
byHsMRvSANsoN. Cr.Svo,cl.ex.38.6d. 

Saunders (John), Novels by: 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ; 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Bound to the Wheel. 
One Against the World. 
Guy Waterman. 
The Lion In the Path. 
The Two Dreamers 



Saunders (Katharine), Novels 

by: 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each; 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each 

Joan Merryweather. 

Margaret and Elizabeth. 

Gideon's Rock. 

The High lyiilis. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 
Heart Salvage. | Sebastian. 

Science Gossip : An Illustrated 
Medium of Interchange for Students 
and Lovers of Nature. Edited by J. E. 
Taylor, F.L.S., &c. Devoted to Geo- 
logy, Botany, Physiology, Chemistry, 
Zoology, Microscopy, Telescopy, Phy- 
siography, &c. Pnce 4d. Monthly : or 
6s. per year, post free. Each Number 
contains a Coloured Plate and numer- 
ous Woodcuts. Vols. I . to XIV. may 
be had at 78. 6d. each ; and Vols. XV. 
to XX. (1SS4), at 68. each. Cases for 
Binding, l8. 6d. each. 

Scott's (Sir Walter) Marmlon. 

An entirely New Edition of this famous 
and popular Poem, with over xoo new 
Illustrations by leading Artists. Ele- 
gantly and appropriately bound, small 
4to, cloth extra, 168. 

[The immediate success of '*The 
Lady of the Lake," published in xSSz, 
has encouraged Messrs. Chatto and 
WiNDus to bring out a Companion 
Edition of this not less pK>pular and 
famous poem. Produced in the same 
form, and with the same careful and 
elaborate style of illustration, regard- 
less of cost, Mr. Anthony's skilful 
supervision is sufficient guarantee that 
the work is elegant and tasteful as well 
as correct.] 

(i Secret Out " Series, The : 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, profusely Illus- 
trated, 48. 6d. each. 

The Secret Out: One Thousand 
Tricks with Cards, and other Re- 
creations ; with Entertaining Experi- 
ments in Drawing-room or "White 
Magic." By W. H. Crsusr. 300 
Engravings. 

The Pyrotechnist's Treasury; or. 
Complete Art of Making Fireworks. 
By Thomas Kentish. With numer- 
ous Illustrations. 

The Art of Amusing : A Collection of 
Graceful Arts,Games,Tricks, Puzzles, 
and Charades. By Frank Bsixew. 
With 300 Illustrations. 

Hanky-Panky: Very Easy Tricks, 
Very Difficult Tricks, White Magic, 
Sleight of Hand. Edited b^ W. H. 
Crsmbr. With 900 Illustrations. 
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" Sbcrbt Out " Series, contimued-^ 
The Merry Circle: A Book of New 
Intellectual Gaines and Ajnusements. 
By Clara Bbllsw. With many 
Illustrations. 
Magician's Own Book: Performances 
with Cups and Balls, Eggs, Hats. 
Handkerchiefs, &c. All from actual 
Experience. Edited by W. H. Cre- 
UER. 300 Illustrations. 
Magic Ns Mystery: Tricks with 
Cards, Dice, Balls, &c., with fully 
descriptive Directions; the Art of 
Secret Writing; Training of Per- 
forming Animals, &c. With Co- 
loured Fgontis. and many Illusts. 

Senior (William), Works by : 

Travel and Trout In the Antipodes. 

Crown 8vo» cloth extra, 68. 
By Stream and Sea. Post 8vo, cloth 

limp, 28. 6d. 

Seven Sagas (Tlie) of Prehis- 
toric Man. By James H. Stoddart, 
Author of •• The Village Life." Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

8hai<e8peare : 

The First Folio Shakespeare.— Mr. 
William Shakespeare's Comedies, 
Histories, and Tragedies. Published 
according to the true Originall Copies. 
London, Printed by Isaac Iaggard 
and Ed. Blount. 1623. — A Repro- 
duction of the extremely rare original, 
in reduced facsimile, by a f)hotogra- 
pbic process — ensuring the strictest 
accuracy in every detail. Small 8vo, 
half-Roxburghe, 78. 6d. 

The Lansdowne Shakespeare. Bean- 
tifuUv printed in red and black, in 
small but very clear type. With 
engraved facsimile of Droeshout's 
Portrait. Post Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Shakespeare for Children: Tales 
from Shakespeare. By Charles 
and Mary Lamb. With numerous 
Illustrations, coloured and plain, by 
J. MoYR Smith. Cr. 4to, cl. gilt, 6s. 

The Handbook of Shakespeare 
Music. Bein^ an Account of 350 
Pieces of Music, set to Words taken 
from the Plays and Poems of Shake- 
speare, the compositions ranging 
from the Elizabethan Age to the 
Present Time. By Alfred Roffe. 
4to, half-Roxburghe, 7s. 

A Study of Shakespeare. By Alger- 
non Charles Swinburne. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 8b. 

The Dramatic Works of Shake- 
speare: The Text of the First 
Edition, carefully reprinted. Eight 
Vols., demy 8vo, cloth boards, 40s. 

**♦ Only 250 Sets have been printed, 
each one numbered. The volumes will 
not i>e sold separately. 



Sliel ley's Complete Works, in 

Four Vols., post Svo, cloth limp, 8b. ; 
or separately, 28. each. Vol. I. con- 
tains his Early Poems, Queen Mab, 
&c., with an Introduction by Leigh 
Hunt; Vol. II., his Later Poems, 
Laon and Cytbna, &c. ; Vol. III., 
Posthumous Poems.the Shelley Papers, 
&c. : Vol. IV., his Prose Works, in- 
cluding A Refutation of Deism, Zas- 
trozzi. St. Irvyne, &c. 

Sheridan: — 

Sheridan's Complete Works, with 
Life and Anecdotes. Including his 
Dramatic Writings, printed from the 
Original Editions, his Works in 
Prose and Poetry, Translations, 
Speeches, Jokes, Puns, &c. With a 
Collection of Sheridaniana. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with 10 full- 
page Tinted Illustrations, 78. 6d. 

Sheridan's Comedies: The Rivals, 
and The School for Scandal. 
Edited, with an Introduction and 
Notes to each Play, and a Bio- 

g'aphica] Sketch of Sheridan, by 
RANDER Matthews. With Decora- 
tive Vignettes and xo full-page Illus- 
trations. Demy Svo, half-parchment, 
12s. 6d. 



Sliort Sayings of Great Men. 

With Historical and Explanatory 
Notes by Samuel A. Bent, M.A. 
Demy Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete 

Poetical Works, including all those in 
"Arcadia." With Portrait, Memorial- 
Introduction, Essay on the Poetry of 
Sidney, and Notes, by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart, D.D. Three Vols., crown 
Svo, cloth boards, 188. 

Signboards : Their History. 
With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns 
and Remarkable Characters. By 
Jacob Larwood and John Camden 
Hotten. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 
with loe Illustrations, 7b. 6d. 

Sims (Q. R.)— How tKie Poor 

Live. With 60 Illustrations by Fred. 
Barnard. Large 4to, l8. 

SIcetcliiey.— A Match in the 

Dark. By Arthur Sketchiest. Post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 28. 



Slang Dictionary, The: Ety- 
mological, Historical, and Anecdotal. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, 68. 6d. 

Smith (J. Moyr), Works by : 

The Prince of Argoifs : A Story of the 
Old Greek Fairy Time. By J. Moyr 
Smith. Small Svo, cloth extra* with 
130 Illustrations, 8s. 6d. 
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Smith's (J. Moyr) Works, continued— 

Tales of Old Thule. Collected and 
Illustrated by J. Moyr Smith. Cr, 
8vo, cloth gift, profusely Illust., 68. 

The Wooing of the Water Witch : 
A Northern Oddity. By Evan Dal- 
DORNB. Illustrated by }. Moyr 
Smith. Small 8vo, cloth extra. 6a. 

Society in London. By a 

Foreign Resident. Fourth Edition. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

8palding.-Elizabetlian Demon- 

ology: An Essay in Illustration of 
the Belief in the Existence of Devils, 
and the Powers possessed by Them. 
By T. Alfred Spalding, LL.B. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 

Spanish Legendary Tales. By 

S. G. E. Middlemore, Author of 
" Round a Posado Fire." Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 68. [In the press. 

Speight. — The Mysteries of 

Heron t^ke. By T. W. Speight. 

With a Frontispiece by M. Ellen 

Edwards. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 

■ 38. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2g. 

Spenser for Children. By M. 

H. TowRY. With Illustrations bv 
Walter J. Morgan. Crown ^to, with 
Coloured Illustrations, cloth gilt, 68. 

Staunton. — Laws and Practice 

of Chess ; Together with an Analysis 
of the Openings, and a Treatise on 
End Games. By Howard Staunton. 
Edited by Robert B. Wormald. New 
Edition, small cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 58. 

Sterndale.— The Afghan Knife: 

A Novel. By Robert Armitage Stern- 
dale. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d.; post 
Bvo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Stevenson (R.Louis), Works by : 

Travels with a Donkey In the 

Cevennes. Frontispiece by Walter 

Crane. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2a. 6d. 
An Inland Voyage. With Front, by 

W. Crane. Post 8vo, cl. Ip., 2s. 6a. 
Virgin ibu8 Puerisque, and other 

Papers. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 
Familiar Studies of Men and Books. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 
New Arabian Nights. Crown 8vo, 

cl. extra, 6s. ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 28. 
The Silverado Squatters. With 

Frontispiece. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 
Prince Otto : A Romance. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, 68. ^In preparation, 

St. John.— A Levantine Family. 
By Baylb St. Jobn. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, ». 



Stoddard.— Summer Cruising 

In the South Seas. By Charles 
Warren Stoddard. Illust. oy Wallis 
Mackay. Crown 8vo, cl. extra, 38. 6<L 

St. Pierre.— Paul and Virginia, 

and The Indian Cottage. By Ber- 
NARDiN St. Pierre. Edited, with Life, 
by Rev. E. Clarke. Post 8vo, cl. Ip., 28. 

Stories from Foreign Novel- 
ists. With Notices of their Lives and 
Writings. By Helen and Alice Ziu- 
MERN ; and a Frontispiece^ Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6cL 

Strutt's Sports and Pastimes 

of the People of England ; including 
the Rural and Domestic Recreations, 
May Games, Mummeries, Shows, Pro- 
cessions, Pageants, and Pompous 
Spectacles, from the Earliest Period 
to the Present Time. With 140 Illus- 
trations. Edited by William Honb. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Suburban Homes (The) of 

London: A Residential Guide to 
Favourite London Localities, their 
Societv, Celebrities, and Associations. 
With Notes on their Rental, Rates, and 
House Accommodation. With Map of 
Suburban London. Cr.8vo.cl.ex.,78.6d. 

Swift's Choice Works, in Prose 
and Verse. With Memoir, Portrait, 
and Facsimiles of the Maps in the 
Original Edition of " Gulliver's 
Travels." Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6 d. 

Swinburne (Algernon C), 

Works by: 
The Queen Mother and Rosamond. 

Fcap. 8vo, 5s. 
Ataianta In Caiydon. Crown 8vo, 68. 
Chasteiard. A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo, 78. 
Poems and Ballads. First Series. 

Fcap. 8vo, 98. Also in crown 8vo, at 

same price. 
Poems and Ballads. Second Series. 

Fcap. 8vo, 9s. Cr. 8vo, same price. 
Notes on Poems and Reviews. 8vo,ls. 
William Blake: A Critical Essay. 

With Facsimile Paintings. Demy 

8vo, 16s. 
Songs before Sunrise. Cr. 8vo, 10s.6d. 
Bothweil: A Tragedy. Cr.8vo,12s.6d. 
George Chapman : An Essay. Crown 

8vo, 7s. 
Songs of Two Nations. Cr. 8vo, 6s. 
Essays and Studies. Crown 8vo, 12s. 
Erechtheus: A Tragedy. Cr.8vo,68. 
Note of an English Republican on 

the Muscovite Crusade. 8vo, Is. 
A Note on Charlotte Bronte. Crown 

8vo, 68. 
A Study of Shakespeare. Cr. 8vo, 8i. 
Songs of the Springtides. Cr.8vo,6l« 
Studies In Song. Crown 8vo, 7i. 
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SwiNBURNs (Algernon C.) Works, con. 
Mary Stuart : A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo, 8i. 
Tpistpam of Lyonesse, and other 

Poems. Crown 8vo, 9l. 
A Century of Roundels. Small 4to, 

cloth extra, 8i. 
A Midaummer Holiday, and other 

Poems. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7l. 
Marino Faliepo : A Tragedy. Crown 

8vo. cloth extra, 68. 

8ymond8.— Wine, Women and 

Song: Mediasval Latin Students' 
Songs. Now first translated into Eng- 
lish Verse, with an Essay by J. Ad- 
DiNGTON Syuonds. Small 8vo, parch- 
ment, 6b. 

Syntax's (Dr.) Three Tours : 

In Search of the Picturesque, in Search 
of Consolation, and in Search of a 
Wife. With the whole of Rowland- 
son's drollpage Illustrations in Colours 
and a Life of the Author by T. C. 
HoTTKN. Med. 8vo, cloth ext ra, ts. 6d. 

Talne'8 History of English 

Literature. Translated by Henry 
Van Laun. Four Vols., small Svo, 
cloth boards, 80i.— Popular Edition, 
Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 15g. 

Taylor (Dr. J. E., F.LS.), Works 

by: 

The Sagacity and Morality of 
Plants : A Sketch of the Life and 
Conduct of the Vegetable Kingdom. 
With Coloured Frontispiece and loo 
Illusts. Crown 8vo, cl. extra, 7b. 6d. 

Our Common British Fossils, and 
Where to Find Them. With nu- 
merous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra. 7». 6d. 

Taylor's (Bayard) Diversions 

of the Echo Club: Burlesques of 
Modem Writers. Post 8vo. cl. limp, 2g. 

Taylor's (Tom) Historical 

Dramas : •' Clancarty," " Jeanne 
Dare," "'Twixt Axe and Crown/' 
"The Fool's Revenge," " Arkwright's 
Wife," "Anne Boleyn," "Plot and 
Passion." One Vol., crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. 

*«* The Plays may also be had sepa* 
r ately, at l8. each. 

Tennyson (Lord) : A Biogra- 
phical Sketch. By H. J. Jennings. 
with a Photograph-Portrait. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, te. 

Thackerayana: Notes and Anec- 
dotes. Illustrated by Hundreds of 
Sketches by William Makbpbacb 
Thackeray^ depicting Humorous 
Incidents m his School-life, and 
Favourite Characters in the books of 
his every-day readip^r* With Coloured 
Frontispiece. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, 7l. 6d. 



Thomas (Bertha), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. eadi 
post Svo, illustrated boards, St. each. 

Cressida. 

Proud Malsle 

The Violin-Player. 

Thomas (M.).— A Fight for Life : 

A Novel. By W. Moy Thomas. Post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 2b. 

Thomson's Seasons and Castle 

of Indolence. With a Biographical 
and Critical Introduction by Allah 
Cunningham, and over so fine Illustra 
tions on Steel and Wood. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, gilt edges, 7a. Od. 

Thorn bury (Walter), Wtfrks by 

Haunted London. Edited by Ed- 
ward Walford, M.A. With Illus- 
trations by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 78. Sd. 

The Life and Correspondence of 
J. M. W. Turner. Founded apoa 
Letters and Papers furnished by his 
Friends and fellow Academicians. 
With numerous Illusts. in Colours, 
facsimiled from Turner's Original 
Drawings. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, 78. 6d. 

Old Stories Re-told. Post Sto, cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Tales for the Marines. Post Bto, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

TImbs (John), Works by : 

The History of Clubs and Club LIfs 
In London. With Anecdotes of its 
Famous Coffee-houses, Hostelries, 
and Taverns. With numerous lUos- 
trations. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 7s. Od. 

English Eooentrlcs and Eooen- 
trloltles: Stories of Wealth and 
Fashion, Delusions, ImpostureSj and 
Fanatic Missions, Strange Sights 
and Sporting Scenes. Eccentric 
Artists, Theatrical Folks, Men of 
Letters, &c. With nearlv 50 lUnsts. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Torrens. — The Marquess 

Wellesley, Architect of Empire. An 
Historic Portrait. By W. M. Tor- 
RENS, M.P. Demy Svo, cloth extra, 14a . 

Trollope (Anthony), Novels by: 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

The Way We Live Now. 

The American Senator. 

Kept in the Dark. 

Frau Frohmann. 

Marlon Fay. 

Mr. Scarborough's Family. 

The Land-Leaguera. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2i. each. 
The Golden Lion of Granfiero. 
John C«ldigate. 
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Tpollope( Frances E.),Novel8 by 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; post 
8vo. illnstrated boards, 28. 

Like Ship« upon the Sea. 

Mabel's Progress. 

Anne Furness. 

Trollope(T. A.)— Diamond Out 

Diamond, and other Stories. By 
T. Adolphus Trollops. Cr. 8vo, cl. 
ex.. 88- 6d.; post Bvo, illust boards. 28. 

Trowbridge.— Fapnell's Folly: 

A Novel. By J. T. Trowbridge. Two 
Vols., crown 8vo, 12s. 

Turgenletr (Ivan), &c. Stories 

from Foreign Novelists. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Tytler (Sarah), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. Od. each ; 
post 8vo, illnstrated boards, 28. each. 

What She Came Through. 

The Bri de's Pass. 

Saint Mungo'e City. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 38. 6d. 
Beauty and the Beast. Three Vols., 

crown 8vo, 3l8. 6d. 

Tytler (0. C. Fraser-). — Mis- 
tress Judith: A Novel. By C. C. 
Frasbr-Tytlbr. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 
38. 6d. ; post 8vo, illnst. boards, 2a. 

Van Laun.-- History of French 

Literature. By Hbnrt Van Laun. 
Complete in Three Vols., demy 8vo, 
cloth boards, 78. 6d. each. 

Vlllarl A Double Bond: A 

Story. By Linda Villari. Fcap. 
8vo, picture cover, l8. 

Walcott.— Church Work and 

Life In English Minsters; and the 
English Student's Monasticon. By the 
Rev. Mackbnzib B. C. Walcott, B.D. 
Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
with Map and Ground-Plans, 14a. 

Walford (Edw., M.A.),Works by : 

The County Families of the United 
Kingdom. Containing Notices of 
the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Educa- 
tion, &c., of more than 12,000 dis- 
tin^ished Heads of Families, their 
Heirs Apparent or Presumptive, the 
Offices tney hold or have held, their 
Town and Country Addresses, Clubs, 
ftc. Twenty-fifth Annual Edition, 
for 2885, cloth, full gilt, 60b. 

The Shiiiing Peerage (1886). Con- 
taining an Alphabetical List of the 
House of Lords, Dates of Creation, 
Lists of Scotch and Irish Peers, 
Addresses, &c. 32mo, cloth, l8. 
Published annually. 



Walpord*s (Edw., M.A.) Works, co».— 

The Shilling Baronetage (1885). 
Containing an Alphabetical List oi 
the Baronets of the United Kingdom, 
short Biographical Notices, Dates 
of Creation, Addresses, &c. samo, 
cloth, l8. Published annually. 

The Shilling Knightage (1886). Con- 
taining an Alphabetical List of the 
Knights of tne United Kingdom, 
short Biographical Notices, Dates 
of Creation, Addresses, &c. 3smo, 
cloth, l8. Published annually. 

The Shilling Houso of Commons 
(1886). Containing a List of all the 
Members of the British Parliament, 
their Town and Country Addresses, 
&c. 32mo, cloth. Is. Published 
annually. 

The Complete Peerage, Baronet- 
age, Knightage, and House of 
Commons (1886). In One Volume, 
royal 32mo. cloth extra, gilt edges, 
fis. Published annually. 

Haunted London. By Waltbr 
Thornbury. Edited bv Edward 
Walford, M.A. With Illustrations 
by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 8d. 

Walton and Cotton's Complete 

Angler; or. The Contemplative Man's 
Recreation; being a Discourse of 
Rivers, Fishponds, Fish and Fishing, 
written by Izaak Walton; and In- 
structions how to Angle for a Trout or 
Grayling in a clear Stream, by Charles 
Cotton. With Original Memoirs and 
Notes by Sir Harris Nicolas, and 
6x Copperplate Illustrations. Large 
crown 8vo, cloth antique, 7a. 6d. 

Wanderer's Library, The : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 
Wanderings In Patagonia; or, Life 

among the Ostrich Hunters. By 

Julius Bbbrbohm. Illustrated. 
Camp Notes: Stories of Sport and 

Adventure in Asia, Africa, and 

America. By Frederick Boyle. 
Savage Life. By Frederick Boyle. 
Merrle England in the Olden Time. 

By George Daniel. With Illustra> 

tions by Robt. Cruikshank. 
Circus Life and Circus Celebrities. 

By Thomas Frost. 
The Lives of the Cor\|urers. By 

Thomas Frost. 
The Old Showmen and the Old 

London Fairs. By Thomas Frost. 
Low-Life Deepe. An Account of the 

Strange Fish to be found there. By 

James Greenwood. 
The Wilds of London. By Jambs 

Greenwood. 
Tunis: The Land and the People. 

By the Chevalier de Hbssb-War- 

TBOQ. With 22 Illustrations. 
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Wanderer's Library, The, continued-' 

The Life and Adventures of a Cheap 
Jack. By One of the Fraternity. 
Edited by Charles Hindlby. 

The World Behind the Scenes. By 
Percy Fitzgerald. 

Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings: 
Including the Origin of Signs, and 
Reminiscences connected with Ta- 
vems. Coffee Houses, Clubs, &c. 
By Charles Hindley. With Illusts. 

The Qenlal Showman : Life and Ad- 
ventures of Artemus Ward. By E. P. 
HiNGSTON. With a Frontispiece. 

The Story of the London Parks. 
By Jacob Larwood. With Illusts. 

London Characters. By Henry May- 
HKW. Illustrated. 

Seven Generations of Executioners: 
Memoirs of the Sanson Family (1688 
to 1847). Edited by Henry Sanson. 

Summer Cruising in the South 
Seas. Bv C. Warren Stoddard. 
Illustrated by Wallis Mac kay. 

Warner. — A Roundabout Jour- 
ney. By Charles Dudley Warner, 
Author of " My Summer in a Garden." 
Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 68. 

Warrants, Sec. :— 

Warrant to Execute Charles I. An 

exact Facsimile, with the Fifty-nine 
Signatures, and corresponding Seals. 
Carefully printed on paper to imitate 
the Original, sa in. by 14 in. Price 28. 

Warrant to Execute iVIary Queen of 
Scots. An exact Facsimile, includ- 
ing the Signature of Queen Eliza- 
beth, and a Facsimile of the Great 
Seal. Beautifully printed on paper 
to imitate the Original MS. Price 28. 

Magna Charta. An exact Facsimile 
of the Original Document in the 
British Museum, printed on fine 
plate paper, nearly 3 feet long by 2 
feet wide, with the Arms and Seals 
emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 
Price 6s. 

The Roll of Battle Abbey; or, A List 
of the Principal Warriors who came 
over from Normandy with William 
the Conqueror, and Settled in this 
Country, a.d. 1066-7. With the 
principal Arms emblazoned in Gold 
and Colours. Price 6s. 



Weather, How to Foretell the, 

with the Pocket Spectroscope. By 
F. W. Cory, M.R.C.S. Eng., F.R.Met. 
Soc, &c. With 10 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, Is. ; c loth, Is. 6d. 

West ropp.— Handbook of Pot- 
tery and Porcelain: or. History of 
those Arts from the Earliest Period. 
By HoDD^ji M. Westropp. With nu- 
merous iHustrations, and a List of 
Marks. Crown 8vo, cloth limp, 48. 6d. 



Whistler v. Ruskin: Art and 

Art Critics. By J. A. Macmbili. 
Whist ler. 7th Edition , sq. 8vo, Is. 

White's Natural Hlstory~of 

Selborne. Edited, with Additions, by 
Thomas Brown, F.L.S. Post 8vo, 
cloth limp, 28. 

Williams (W. Mattleu, F.R.A.S.), 

Wori<s by: 
Science Notes. See the Gentleman's 

Magazine. Is. Monthly. 
Science In Short Chapters. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6a. 
A Simple Treatise on i-leat. Crown 

Bvo, cloth limp, with Illusts., 28. 6d. 
The Chemistry of Cooltery. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R.S.E.), 

Worlts by: 

Chapters on Evolution: A Popular 
History of the Darwinian and 
Allied Theories of Development. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, with 259 Illustrations, 78. 6d. 

Leaves from a Naturalist's Note- 
boolc. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Leisure-Time Studies, chiefly Bio- 
logical. Third Edition, with a New 
Preface. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
with Illustrations. 63. 

Winter (J. 8.), Stories by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 

post Bvo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Cavalry L if e. I Regimental Legends. 

Women of the Day: A Biogra-- 

phical Dictionary of Notable Contem- 
poraries. By Frances Hays. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 58. 

Wood.—Sabina: A Novel. By 

Lady Wood. Post 8vo, illnst. bds.. 2s. 

Words, Facts, and Phrases: 

A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and 
Out-of-the-Way Matters. By Eliezbr 
Edwards. New and cheaper issue, 
cr. 8vo,cl. ex.,7s.6d. ; half-bound, 98. 

Wright (Thomas), Works by: 
Caricature History of the Qeorges. 
(The House of Hanover.) With 400 
Pictures, Caricatures, Sqnibs, Broad* 
sides, Window Pictures, &c. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 
History of Caricature and of the 
Grotesque in Art, Literature, 
Sculpture, and Painting. Profusely 
Illustrated by F. W. Fairholt, 
F.S.A. Large post 8vo, cl. ex.,78.6ll. 

Yates (Edmund), Novels by: 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2b. each. 
Castaway. ( The Forlorn Hope 
Land at Last. 
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NOVELS BY THE 

WILKIE COLLINSES NEW NOVEL. 

"I Say No." By Wilkie Collins. 
Three Vols., crown 8vo. 

Mrs.CASHEL HOETS NEW NOVEL. 

The Lover's Creed. By Mrs. Cashel 
HoEY, Author of " The Blossoming of 
an Aloe," &c. With 12 Illustrations 
by P. MacNab. Three Vols., cr. 8vo. 
SARAH TYTLER'S NEW NOVEL. 

Beauty and the Beast. By Sarah 
Tytler, Author of " The Bride's Pass," 
"Saint Mango's City," "Citoyenne 
Jacqueline," &c Three Vols., cr. 8vo. 

NEW NOVELS BY CHAS. GIBBON. 

By Mead and Stream. Bjr Charles 
Gibbon, Author of "Robin Gray," 
"The Golden Shaft," " Queen of the 
Meadow," &c. Three Vols., cr. Svo. 

A Hard Knot. By Charles Gibbon. 
Three Vols., crown Svo. _, • 

Heart's Delight. By Charles Uibbon, 
Three Vols., crown Svo. [Shortly. 



BEST AUTHORS. 

NEW NOVEL BY CECIL POWER. 
Phlllstia. By Cecil Power. Three 
Vols., crown Svo. 

NEW NOVEL BY THE AUTHOR 
OF •* VALENTIN a:' 

Gerald. By Eleanor C. Price. Three 
Vols., crown Svo. 

BASIL'S NEW NOVEL. 

"The Wearing of the Green." By 

Basil, Author of " Love the Debt," 
** A Drawn Game," &c. Three Vols., 
crown Svo. 

NEW NOVEL BY J. T. TROW- 
BRIDGE. 

Farnell's Folly. Two Vols., crown Svo, 
12s. 

Mrs. PIRKIS' NEW NOVEL. 
Lady Lovelace. ByC.L. Pirkis, Author 
of " A Very Opal.*' Three Vols., crown 
Svo. 



THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 

Popular Stories by the Best Authors. Library Editions, many Illustrated, 

crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 



BY MRS. ALEXANDER. 
Maid, Wife, or Widow ? 
BY BASIL. 
A Drawn Game. 

BY W. BESANT & JAMES RICE. 
Ready Money Mortlboy. 
My Little Girl. 
The Case of Mr. Lucraft. 
This Son of Vulcan. 
With Harp and Crown. 
The Golden Butterfly. 
By Gel la's Arbour. 
The Monks of Thelema. 
'Twas In Trafalgar's Bay. 
The Seamy Side. 
The Ten Years' Tenant. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. 
Dorothy Forster. 

BY WALTER BESANT. 
All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
The Captains' Room. 
All In a Garden Fair. 
Dorothy Forster. 

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN. 
A Child of Nature. 
God and the Man. 
The Shadow of the Sword. 
The Martyrdom of Madeline. 
Love Me for Ever. 
Annan Water. I The New Abelard. 
Matt. I Foxglove Manor. 



BY MRS. H. LOVETT CAMERON. 
Deceivers Ever. | Juliet's Guardian. 

BY MORTIMER COLLINS. 
Sweet Anne Page. 
Transmigration. 
From Midnight to Midnight. 

MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS. 
Blacksmith and Scholar. 
The Village Comedy. 
You Play me False. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS. 



Antonlna. 
Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
My Miscellanies. 
Woman in White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 



New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
The Law and the 

Lady. 
TheTwo Destinies 
Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leaves 
Jezebel'sDaughter 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science 



Miss or Mrs. ? 

BY DUTTON COOK. 
Paul Foster's Daughter. 

BY WILLIAM CYPLES. 
Hearts of Gold. 

BY ALPHONSE DAUDET. 
Port Salvation. 

BY JAMES DE MILLE. 
A Castle In Spain. 
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Piccadilly Novels, continued^ 
BY J. LEITH DERWENT. 
Our Uady of Tear*. | Circe's Lovers. 

BY M. BETHAM'EDWARDS, 
Fellela. I Kitty. 

BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES. 
Archie Loveli. 

BY R. E, FRANCILLON. 
Olympia. I One by One. 

Queen Cophetua. I A Real Queen. 
Prefaced by Sir BARTLE FRERE, 
Pandurang Harl. 

BY EDWARD GARRETT. 
The Capel Qlrls. 

BY CHARLES GIBBON. 
Robin Gray. | For Lack of Gold. 
In Love and War. 
What will the World Ssy P 
For the King. 
In Honour Bound. 
Queen of the Meadow. 
In Pastures Green. 
The Flower of the Forest. 
A Heart's Problem. 
The Braee of Yarrow. 
The Golden Shaft. 
Of High Degree. 
Fancy Free. | Loving a Dream. 

BY HALL CAINE, 
The Shadow of a Crime. 

BY THOMAS HARDY, 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 

BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 
Garth. 

Elllce Quentia 
Sebastian Stroma. 
Prince Saroni's Wife. 
Dust. I Fortune's Fool. 

Beatrix Randolph. 
Miss Cadogna. 

BY SIR A. HELPS, 
Ivan de Blron. 

BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT, 
Thornlcroft's Model. 
The Leaden Casket. 
Self-Condemned. 

BY JEAN INGELOW, 
Fated to be Free. 

BY HARRIETT JAY. 
The Queen of Con naught 
The Dark Colleen. 

BY HENRY KINGSLEY, 
Number Seventeen. 
Oakshott Castle. 



Piccadilly Novels, ctitinued — 
BY E. LYNN LINTON. 
Patricia Kemball. 
Atonement of Learn Dundas. 
The World Well Lost. 
Under which Lord ? 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family 
"My Love!" | lone. 

BY HENRY W, LUCY. 
Gideon Fleyoe. 

BY JUSTIN McCarthy, m.p. 

The Waterdale Neighbours. 

My Enemy's Daughter. 

LIniey Rochford. | A Fair Saxon. 

DeflU* Lady Disdain. 

Miss Misanthrope. 

Donna Quixote. 

The Comet of a Season. 

Maid of Athens. 

BY GEORGE MAC DONALD^ LL.D. 
Paul Faber, Surgeon. 
Thomas WIngfold, Curate. 

BY MRS. MACDONELL. 
Quaker Cousins. 

BY KATHARINE S. MACQUOID, 
Lost Rose I The Evil Eye.-* 

BY FLORENCE MARRY AT. 
Open ! Sesame ! | WHtten In Fire. 

BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS, 
Touch and Ga 
BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 



Coals of Fire. 
Val Strange. 
Hearts. 



Life's Atonement. 

Joseph's Coat. 

A Model Father. 

By the Gate of the Sea 

The Way of the World 

A Bit of Human Nature. 

BY MRS. OLIPHANT. 
Whiteladles. 

BY MARGARET A. PAUL. 
Gentle and Simple. 

BY JAMES PAYN. 



Lost Sir Massing- 

berd. 
Best of Husbands 
Fallen Fortunes. 
Halves. 

Walter's Word. 
WhatHeCoetHer 

Less Black than 

We're Painted. 
By Proxy. 
High Spirits. 
Under One Roof. 



Carlyon's Year. 

A Confldentia 
Agent. 

From Exile. 

A Grape fk^>m i 
Thorn. 

For Cash Only. 

Some Private 
Views. 

Kit ! A Memory. 

The Canon's 
Ward. 



BY B. C. PRICE. 
Valentine. | The Foreigners. 

Mrs. Lancaster's Rival. 
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PiccAoiLLT Novels, cotUinutd-^ 
BY CHARLES READS, D.C.L. 

It Is Never Too Late to Mend. 

Hard Cash. | Peg WofTlngton. 

Christie Johnstone. 

Qrlfflth Gaunt. | Foul Play. 

The Double Marriage. 

Love Me Little, Love Me Longi 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 

The Course of True Love. 

The Autobiography of a Thief. 

Put Yourself In His PlaoOb 

A Terrible Temptation. 

The Wandering Heir. | A Simpleton. 

A Woman-Hater. I Readlana. 

SIngleheart and Doubleface. 

The Jilt. [male. 

Good Stories of Men and other Anl- 
BY MRS, J, H. RIDDELL. 

Her Mother'e Darling. 

Prinoe of Wales's Garden-Party. 

Weird Stories. 

BY F. W. ROBINSON. 

Women are Strange. 

The Hands of Justice. 

BY JOHN SAUNDERS, 

Bound to the Wheel. 

Guy Waterman. | Two Dreamers. 

One Against the World. 

The Lion In the Path. 
BY KATHARINE SAUNDERS, 

Joan Merryweather. 

Margaret and Elizabeth. 

Gideon's Rook. I Heart Salvage. 

The High Mills. I Sebastian. 



Piccadilly Novels, continued'^ 
BY T. W. SPEIGHT. 
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke. 

BY R. A. STERN DALE. 
The Afghan Knife. 

BY BERTHA THOMAS. 
Proud Malele. | Cresslda. 
The VIolln-Player. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 
The Way we Live Now. 
The American Senator 
Frau Frohmann. | Marlon Fay. 
Kept In the Dark. 
Mr. Scarborough's Family. 
The Land-Leaguers. 

BY FRANCES E. TROLLOPS. 
Like Ships upon the Sea. 
Anne Furness. 
Mabel's Progress. 

BY T. A. TROLLOPS. 
Diamond Cut Diamond 

By IVAN TURGENIEFF and Othert. 
Stories fW>m Foreign Novel Ista 

BY SARAH TYTLER, 
What She Came Through. 
The Bride'e Pass. 
Saint Mungo's City. 

BY C. C. FRASER'TYTLBR. 
Mistress Judith. 

BY J. S. WINTER, 
Cavalry Life. 
Regimental Legends. 



CHEAP EDITIONS OF 

Post 8vo, illastrated 

BY EDMOND ABOUT, 
The Fellah. 

BY HAMILTON Ami. 
Can* of Carrlyon. | Confidences. 

BY MRS. ALEXANDER. 
Maid, Wife, or Widow P 
Valerle'e Fate. 

BY SHELSLEY BEAUCHAMP. 
Grantley Grange. 
BY W. BESANT & JAMES RICE 
Ready-Money Mortlboy. 
With Harp and Crown. 
This Son of Vulcan. | My Little Girl. 
The Case of Mr. Lucraft. 
The Golden Butterfly. 
By Cella's Arbour. 
The Monks of Thelema. 



POPULAR NOVELS, 
boards, 2b. each. 
By Besant and Rice, continued—' 

'Twas In Trafalgar's Bay. 

The Seamy Side. 

The Ten Years' Tenant. 

The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

BY WALTER BESANT. 
All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
The Captains' Room. 
All In a Garden Fair. 

BY FREDERICK BOYLE. 
Camp Notes. | Savage Life. 
Chronicles of No-man's Land. 

BY BRET HARTS. 
An Heiress of Red Dog. 
The Luck of Roaring Camp. 
Callfornlan Stories. 
Gabriel Conroy. | Flip. 
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The Martyrdomof 

Madeline. 
Annan Water. 
The New Abelard< 



Cheap Popular Novels, continued— 

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN. 

The Shadow of 
the Sword. 

A Child of Nature. 
God and the Man. 
Love Me for Ever. 

BY MRS. BURNETT. 
Surly Tim. 

BY MRS. LOVBTT CAMERON, 
Deceivers Ever. | Juliet's Guardian. 

BY M ACL A REN COBBAN. 
The Cure of Souls. 

BY C. ALLSTON COLLINS, 
The Bar Sinister. 

BY WJLKIE COLLINS. 



The New Magda- 
len. 
The Frozen Deep. 
Law and the Lady. 
TheTwo Dest I n ies 
Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel'sDaughter 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science 



Antonlneu 
Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
My Miscellanies. 
Woman in White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 
Miss or Mrs. P 

BY MORTIMER COLLINS. 
Sweet Anne Page, l From Midnight to 
Transmigration. | Midnight. 
A Fight with Fortune. 

MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS, 
Sweet and Twenty. | Frances. 
Blacksmith and Scholar. 
The Village Comedy. 
You Play me False. 

BY BUTTON COOK. 
Lieo. I Paul Foster's Daughter. 

BY WILLIAM CYPLES. 
Hearts of Gold. 

BY ALPHONSE DAUDET. 
The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation, 

BY DB MILLE. 
A Castle In Spain. 

BY J. LEITH DERWENT. 
Our Lady of Tears. | Circe's Lovers. 

BY CHARLES DICKENS. 
Sketches by Boz. I Oliver Twist. 

Pickwick Papers. I Nicholas NIckleby 
BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES. 
A Point of Honour. | Archie Lovell. 

BY M. BETHAM-EDWARDS, 
Felicia. I Kitty. 

BY EDWARD EGGLESTON. 
Roxy, 



Cheap Popular Novels, continued-^ 
BY PERCY FITZGERALD. 
Bella Donna. { Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mrs. Tlllotson. 
Polly. 

Seventy-flve Brooko Street. 
The Lady of Brantome. 
BY ALBANY DE FONBLANQUB. 
Filthy Lucre. 

BY R. E. FRANCILLON. 
Oiympla. t Queen Cophetua. 

One by One. I A Real Queen. 
Prefaced by Sir H. BARTLB FRERB. 
Pandurang Harl. 

* BY HAIN FRISWELL. 
One of Two. 

BY EDWARD GARRETT 
The Capel Girls. 

BY CHARLES GIBBON. 



Quoen of the Mea- 
dow. 

The Flower of the 
Forest. 

A Heart's Problem 

The Braes of Yar* 
row. - 

The Golden Shaft. 
Of High Degree. 



Robin Gray. 

For Lack of Gold. 

What will the 
World Say? 

In Honour Bound. 
The Dead Heart. 
In Love and War. 
For the King. 
In Pastures Green 

BY WILLIAM GILBERT. 
Dr. Austin's Guests, 
The Wizard of the Mountain. 
James Duke. 

BY yAMES GREENWOOD. 
Dick Temple. 

BY ANDREW HALLWAY. 
Every-Day Papers. 
BY LADY DUFFUS HARDY 
Paul Wynter's Sacrifice. 

BY THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 
BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 
Garth. i Sebastian Strome 

Elllce Quentin. | Oust. 
Prince Saronl's Wife. 
Fortune's Fool. 
Beatrix Randolph. 

BY SIR ARTHUR HELPS. 
Ivan de BIron. 

BY TOM HOOD. 
A Golden Heart. 

BY MRS. GEORGE HOOPER. 
The House of Raby. 

BY VICTOR HUGO. 
The Hunchback of Notre Dame. 
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Cheap Popular Novels, continued-^ 
BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT, 
Thorn fcroft'8 Model. 
The Leaden Casket. 
Self-Condem ned. 

BY JEAN INGELOW, 
Fated to be Free. 

BY HARRIETT JAY, 
The Dark Colleen. 
The Queen of Connaught. 
BY HENRY KINGSLEY. 
Oakshott Castle. ] Number Seventeen 
BY E, LYNN LINTON, 
Patricia Kemball. 
The Atonement of Learn Dundas. 
The World Well Lost. 
Under which Lord P 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family. 
"My Love!" I lone. 

BY HENRY W. LUCY, 
Gideon Fleyce. 

BY JUSTIN McCarthy, m.p. 



Dear Lady Disdain 

The Waterdate 
Neighbours. 

My Enemy's 

Daughter. 
A Fair Saxon. 



Lin ley Rochford. 

Miss Misanthrope 

Donna Quixote. 

The Comet of a 
Season. 

Maid of Athens. 



BY GEORGE MAC DONALD. 
Paul Faber, Surgeon. 
Thomas WIngfold, Curate. 

BY MRS. MACDONELL. 
Quaker Cousins. 

BY KATHARINE S, MACQUOID, 
The Evil Eye. | Lost Rose. 
BY W, H, MALLOCK, 
The New Republic. 

BY FLORENCE MARRYAT, 



A Little Stepson. 
Fighting the Air. 
Written In Fire. 



Open I Sesame ! 
A Harvest of Wild 
Oats. 

BY J. MASTERMAN. 
Half-a-dozen Daughters. 

BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS, 
Touch and Go. | Mr. Dorllllon. 
BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY, 



ALIfe'sAtonement 
A Model Father. 
Joseph's Coat. 
Coals of Fire. 

BY MRS, OLIPHANT. 
Whiteladles. 



By the Gate of the 
Sea. 

Val Strange. 
Hearts. 



Cheap Popular Novels, continued^ 
BY MRS, ROBERT O'REILLY. 
Phoebe's Fortunes. 

BY OUIDA, 



Held In Bondage. 

Strath more. 

Chandos. 

Under Two Flags. 

Idalla. 

Cecil Castle- 
maine. 

Tricotrln. 

Puck. 

Folle Farlne. 

A Dog of Flanders. 

Pascarei. 



TwoLlttleWooden 
Shoes. 

In a Winter City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

PIpistrelio. 

A Village Com- 
mune. 
Bimbl. 

In Maremma. 
Wanda. 
Frescoes. 



SIgna. 

BY MARGARET AGNES PAUL, 
Gentle and Simple. 

BY JAMES PAYN. 



Lost Sir Massing 
herd. 

A Perfect Trea- 
sure. 

Bentinck's Tutor. 

Murphy's Master. 

A County Family. 

At Her Mercy. 

A Woman's Ven- 
geance. 

Cecil's Tryst. 

ClyfTards of ClyfTb 

The Family Scape- 
grace. 

Foster Brothers. 

Found Dead. 

Best of Husbands 

Walter's Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen Fortunes. 

What He Cost Her 

HumorousStorles 

Gwendoline's Har- 
vest. 



Like Father, Like 
Son. 

A Marine Resi- 
dence. 

Married Beneath 
Him. ^ 

Mirk Abbey. 

Not Wooed, but 
Won. 

Less Black than 

We're Painted. 
By Proxy. 
Under One Roof. 
High Spirits. 
Carlyon's Year. 

A Confidential 
Agent. 

Some Private 
Views. 

From Exile. 

A Grape from a 
Thorn. 

For Cash Only. 

Kit : A Memory. 

The Canons Ward 



£200 Reward 

BY EDGAR A. POE. 
The Mystery of Marie Roget. 

BY E. C, PRICE, 
Valentlna. 

The Foreigners. 

Mrs. Lancaster's Rival. 

BY CHARLES READS. 
It Is Never Too Late to Mend 
Hard Cash. 
Peg Wofflngton. 
Christie Johnston*. 
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Cheap Popot^r Novels, continued^ 
By CHARX.BS Rbadx, continued, 

Qplfnth Qaunt. 

Put Yourself In His Place. 

The Double Marriage. 

Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 

Foul Play. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 

The Course of True Love. 

Autobiography of a Thief. 

A Terrible Temptation. 

The Wandering Heir. 

A Simpleton. 

A Woman-Hater. 

Readlana. 

Singieheart and Doubleface. 

Qood Stories of Men and other 

Animals. 
The Jilt. 

BY MRS. J, H. RIDDELL, 
Her MotheKe Darling. 
Prince of Wales's Garden Party. 
Weird Stories. 
The Uninhabited House. 
Fairy Water. 

BY F. W, ROBINSON. 
Women are Strange. 
The Hands of Justice. 

[BY W. CLARK RUSSELL. 
Round the Galley Fire. 

BY BAYLE ST. JOHN, 
A Levantine Family. 

BY GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA. 
Qasiight and Daylight. 

BY JOHN SAUNDERS. 
Bound to the Wheel. 
One Against the World. 
Guy Waterman. 
The Lion In the Path. 
Two Dreamers. 

BY KATHARINE SAUNDERS, 
Joan Merry weather. 
Margaret and Elizabeth. 
Gideon's Roclc. 
The High Mills. 

BY ARTHUR SKETCHLBY. 
A Match in the Dark. 

BY T, W. SPEIGHT. 
The Mysteries of Heron Dylce. 

BY R. A. STERNDALE. 
The Afghan Knife. 

BY R. LOUIS STEVENSON, 
New Arabian Nights. 

Br BERTHA THOMAS. 
Cressida. | Proud Malsle. 

The Vioiin-Piayer. 

BY W. MOY THOMAS. 
A Fight for Life. 

BY WALTER THORNBURY. 
Tales for the Marines. 



Cheap Popular Novels, continued^ 
BY T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPS, 
Diamond Cut Diamond. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOP^. 
The Way We Live Now. 
The American Senator. 
Frau Frohmann. 
Marion Fay. 
Kept in the Dark. 
Mr. Scarborough'e Family. 
The Land-Leaguers. 
The Golden Lion of Qranpere. 
John Caidigate. 
By FRANCES ELEANOR TROLLOPS 
Like Ships upon the Sea. 
Anne Furness. 
Mabet'e Progress. 

BY IVAN TURGENIEFFt &c. 
Stories fkK>m Foreign Noveliste. 

BY MARK TWAIN. 
Tom Sawyer. 
An Idle Excurelon. 
A Pleasure Trip on the Continent 

of Europe. 
A Tramp Abroad. 
The Stolen White Elephant. 

BY C. C. FRASER'TYTLER. 
Mistress Judith. 

BY SARAH TYTLER. 
What She Came Through. 
The Bride's Pass. 

BY J. S. WINTER. 
Cavalry Life. | Regimental Legend* 

BY LADY WOOD. 
Sabina. 

BY EDMUND YATES. 
Castaway. | The Forlorn Hope. 
Land at Last. 

ANONYMOUS. 
Paul Ferroll. 
Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife. 

Fcap. 8vo, picture covers, Is. each. 
Jeff Briggs's Love Story. By Bret 

Haktb. 
The Twins of Table Mountain. By 

Bret Harts. 
Mrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds. By 

Julian Hawthorne. 
Kathleen Mavou rneen. By Author 

of " That Lass C Lowrie's." 
Lindsay's Luck. By the Author of 

'• That Lass o' Lowrie's." 
Pretty Polly Pemberton. By the 

Author of "That Lass o* Lowrie's." 
Trooping with Crows. By Mrs. 

PiRKIS. 

The Professor's Wife. By Leonard 

Graham. 
A Double Bond. By Linda Villari. 
Esther's Glove. By R. E. Francillon. 
The Garden that Paid the Rent. 

By ToM Jerrold. 



I. OODEM AND CO., PRINTERS, 17a, ST JOHN STREET, E.a 



. f 



'* 



.• * 



,' V' 



f\ 






I . 



■ ♦ 






\ ■" 



*»-V '/ 



r / 



.> w' 



i V '• 



.-i- v: 



'■-^j 



•. '^ «. ■ ? / -"^ 









:: r 



/ . . 



-^^ ^ 



' ♦ 



4 



Sy 



' r ' 



ra 



*.- 1 



f a 



• f • 



» • 



«. • / 






r' . 



. I 






V 



*■ 



• ** ^ 



. \ 



»» 



• V 




r 



P 



